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TO E C I L A- 

To thee these thoughts — to whom, if not to thee ? 

Though faltering, errmg, of mj beat they are ; 

If OP lightly culled and coating nought to me^ 

But like tho poor child's flower, her fayourite care. 

Reared anxious, and for this of ua mora prized 

Than gorgeous hothouse hloom, my gift tias cost 

Long anxious caro, at times thought agonized* 

And yet how poor a gift to be the most 

From me as my return for thine, blessed child ! 

Thy gift? It is thyself— thy love — and this 

But some of my poor sel^ ^hich all is pOed 

For ever at thy feet^ its only bUsa I 

Who ia the maid that guides the seer here 

Or hoveis nighl — the childlike loving soul— 



VUl DEDICATORY — TO ECILA. 

Which for my eyes takes one shape only dear, 

though other drops reveal the rainbow full 

Of Love to other eyes, as thou to mine. 

Oh to bring Kaffaelle back or Perugin 1 

In their Star-Edens do such faces lean 

To bless them o'er the lymph and through the 

amaranth twine 1 
For oft in weakness waking, when thy fine 
Subtle music ceases, by the tender shine 
Of firelight, have I deemed some spirit jfrom there, 
Nigh wandering, gathered shape upon the chair, 
And looked on me with that serenely loving air. 

Yet all my symbols, love, wilt thou detect. 

Grasp all my thought 1 — It may not be, perchance — 

But let the world seek sharpened intellect 

And showy gifts — I deem it no advance 

On holy womanhood, the keenness to dissect 

Woman or man or any other life. 

For all we but dissect. Thinker, Divine; 

We peer, divide with our sharp scalpel-knife, 

Explain, exhort, and mouth words sounding fine — 



DEDICATORY— TO ECILA. IX 

The subtle essence flown ! maylHEit) released 
life by that first presumptuous slit of ours — 
So my poor taste, dear, it bath better pleased 
To clasp the life itself in love's young bowers — 
Such life as thine — my spirit folds thee close, 
And kneels to behold fiill deepening crimson Rose 
'Neath thine, Ideal wherein thine doth repose ! 
This poem to thee well may I dedicate, 
Who livest the good it strives to adumbrate! 
If all be Mse, and nothing can be known? 
Yet let it stand — ^from Soul-deeps it has grown — 
What I can teach — 'tis thine — and we may learn, 
How sweet, together; we may wander, too, 
In distant lands; once more our footsteps turn 
Toward that sunny clime so well I love and you, 
Where from this chill damp North how oft out 

longings go! 
Yet why should such as 1 am turn to thee, 
The pure serene] why toward the calm incline, 
And strifeless in my thought, as here you see 
In this my work I do I Such spirits as mine, 
Like to the sea, hide ever trouble at heart ; 



X DEDICATORY — TO ECILA. 

Which is no fine thing, as young poets lisp; 
Not at the critic's horselaugh must depart, 
Hey presto ! shuffled where 1 Gay wares that crisp 
And dance in sunshine, at the first dull cloud 
And brisk wind, purpling swell uproused and torn, 
With anguished heart heave, seethe,and thunderous loud, 
Hing pale hands up to upbraid the heaven's scorn. 
Well may we turn to Peace, to such as thou. 
Calm holy child, whose spirit seems a pool 
In some green wood where never storm may blow : 
The Sun is ever doubled in thy cool 
Unruffled breast, and His blue sky and aU 
His happy trees and flowers ; and if His air 
Loose a ripe bloom aloft to eddying fall 
Into thy bosom, thrills the sunheart there 
To dimple a sunsmile o'er thy features fair! 
Some cloud must come, alas ! yet ne'er thy voice 
God shall hear murmur, still in faith of thine. 
But oh! that from my sea should wander noise 
And tawny fcothflecks of my troubled brine ! 
I dreamed of holding such a hand — no more — 
I hoped it not — the night was gathering round — 



DEDICATORY — TO EOILA. XI 

Oh let me fetsl it firm ! It meits not, store 
Of best wine kept till now I yet few have found 
So mucli of love and grace from childhood piled 
On one ungrattful — but the hand oool mOd 
Lay it on mj hot brow, and teach me, child ! 
Where drift we ] Scarce I know ; the night is very dark 
How came we, you and I, in this our fegHo bark ? 
Is yon the emothored boom of that far Ocean 1 Hark 1 
The lightning hand all blindly seems to strike down 

through the gloom 
About U3, in the gl^re near barka show iaces pale 

for doom 
Of their helovSd strieken stark even wliile their fond 

hands fold — 
This arm to ehiehl, as man may shieklj wIiOq I have 

breath shall hold I 
Ah I could we trust one deathless Ami of Loye that 

grows not cold I 
Wbere are the barks that flew but now love-freighted 

past these shores^ 
Each with brief song] Gulfed in yon gloom j that 
never more restores ! 



XU DEDICATOEY — TO ECILA. 

Must we be parted 1 must night's womb all life once 

more enclose? 
Yet fool am I to blight this hour with thought! 

Come closer, close ! 
Sing liirough our moment, child, nor hear the dark 

tide as it flows ! 
Sweet is this hour — Oh, Grod, to say his will be done ! 
That would I learn from now. But leave me not alone ! 
Unworthy I ! for thou art lying close 
Clasped to the heart of Christ, and far I stand, 
Grovel at His feet, and yet I feel, He knows, 
Blind up His robe for that : so hold my hand ! 



BEHIND THE VEIL 



PROLOGUE. 



ABGUMENT. 



Scope of the Poem twofold— to give, first,' some hints concerning the 
unseen Divine Order. Secondly, a glimpse of the Progress of Divine Order 
in the World. 



BEHIND THE VEIL. 

PROLOGOTL 

Herein by gyinbol picturing 

Some sliadow3 have I striven to briiijq: 

Of Truth Eternal — faltering, 

If by such means I niigbt asaiat 

Myaelf and others in the quest 

Of that one Truth which nnderlios 

Mere aenae and argued subtleties. 

Andd the shifting hopes of life, 

Its loud tnimoilsj its dubious sttifi** 

The sonl pants thirsty to seeurc 

Some di-auglit Tvhose lifespring all all endure^ 

And eager seizea every clue 

That points ti^ward such fountain true, 

Eut let none think that I could dare 

To deem, presumptuous, I might baru 

That Truth itself, by images 

Drawn from mere sense, as needful is : 

The Truth moat touching ns we sei^a 

In lovej in act ; yet good are these 



I 



BEHIND THE VEIL. 

Handmaids of Thought to throw a light 
Before upon the path of Eight 
And if the whole great Universe 
Be one — ^harmonious, though diverse — 
With. God for centre — even Sense 
Is luminous with that intense 
Sun-centre: its texture He informs 
With pictures of Substantial Forms, 
And Man, who touches either pole 
Of God and Nature, with the soul 
Such types in Nature may discern 
That by their fuel he shall bum 
More inward upward unto God, 

My basis is that life Divine 

Which burst the clouds of Time to shine 

In our sky triumphing serene, 

Tho' circumscribed it needs was seen. 

But in the world's youth, every gleam 

Was but a trembling-through from Him, 

And all the light wherein we move 

Is cast upon us &om His love. 

He gives no form of Polity, 

Few rules minute His words supply; 

Since these must vary with our growth 

From age to age; and He were loth 

To fetter it; but a life He gives, 

A Life, which whosoever lives 



BEHIND THE VEIL. 

In spirit, holds true blessedness, 
However sharp and hard the stress 
Of outward things; and lives to thrill 
The expanding World's-hud to fulfil 
Its promise, silent opening, 
TJncurliDg from within to flower 
Ideal shaped, hued, in God's hour. 

The vision is twofold — I mean 
Eternal Order of the Unseen 
Humbly to satrive hint at the firit; 
^ext how that Order tho' dispGrscd 
On earth and rufHed as the Bun 
Lake ehrined is sliivored by a atono, 
Yet gathers through the ages sure 
Ite scattered Image more and mora. 
Even as the tremuloua waters grow 
SOent and calm, tho^ smoothing slow^ 
To orb him full who Hves aerene, 
And e'er would shrine his glorious mien. 



i 



TAET I. 



THE ORDER OF THE UNSEEN. 



ARGUMENT. 



1. VisioK of a Cone as type of the Universe— generally described-^girt 
by Not-Being— the Absolute its Base— In the first Circle— the Logos as Ideal 
of all Existence— keeping Individuals within their Ideals by His Spirit— 2. A 
broad threefold division of the higher Spiritual orders.— j{. Some general 
Principles applicable to them— alone— and in common with Human Spirits. — 
4. The First order consisting of Redeemed Spiri.ts— Evil as modifying the 
Divine order— Earthly Love in connexion with Heavenly.— 6. The Second 
order— « pure maidenly Spirit— Music in these spheres.— 6. The Third order. 
—7. The maiden Spirit coming near sings of pure Spirits— their Day and their 
Night.— 8. The active work of Redeemed Spirits.— 9. The Fall of pure 
Spirit.**— Men— Devils. 



EEHTNI) THE VEIL 



Fap.t I. 

THE OBDEE OF THE USSEEN. 

•ft 

A Visioif to nnne inner ojeg 
Was opened ont on such a wise — 
As faint t}^ of the TJni verse 
This linage did my thought traverse. 

Cone of uncqnal Instred team 
Depends with many coloured gleam. 
With base what seems a houndless Sun, 
Too ardent far to look upon. 
And dark with such excess of lights 
Enshrouded all with utter night; 
Save at the primal circle hulge; 
For here that splendour doth diTulge 
Itself and girt with sable dense 
Abates that ardour bo intense^ 
As the white heat of molten glass 
Dim cools in streaming from the mass. 
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Of narrowing spheres it^ compact, 
All fair, but as they down contract, 
Less brilliant, with a fainter power 
The smaller living circle's dower, 
Darkness that swathes them to illume; 
For while wide halos float the gloom, 
And keep it far away with awe 
In zones above, yet nearer draw 
Those tides as deeper downward grows 
That living cone; and toward the close 
Where with a solid jewel tip 
Within the void it seems to dip. 
There darkness brimming smothers round 
To quench the spark in utter swounA 
Tho' all the spheres have varied hues, 
The higher in the lower lose 
Their own by intermediate shades. 
More rare than blending rainbow grades. 
So down from yon Dayspring profound 
Grows less ethereal every round, 
Less subtle, electrical, and pure ; 
Tho' the one Energy endure, 
Of all the ever-active souL 
With one eternal pulse of light 
The clouding crystal hues unite, 
That permeates tremulous delicate, 
While in the midst 'tis concentrate 
An inmost Heart : essential life 



BEHIND THE VEIL. 11 

That sprouts the forms wherewith 'tis rife 

In stage successive; and the glow 

Where earliest forms of glory grow 

Hath lustre like a westering sun 

We just can bear to gaze upon. 

'Now shapes transcendent I discei^i. 

Which do with mildest ardour bum, 

,And seem in myriads fair to flower 

From that fecund broad stem of power: 

This radiates from its diamond spring 

These roseate shadows on the wing; 

Their swims, their swerves, their poise of grace, 

Ere tremul6u8 they interlace 

With sweetest warblings, these engender 

This mom-hued pulsing fuU and tender, 

Most like the fleecy glow that stirs 

On grotto roo^ when something blurs 

A water-gleam that lies beneath; 

So thrills the living spirit wreath. 

When erst that absolute Abyss 
01 Light that seemeth motionless. 
Yet sunlike energizeth life. 
Lakelike with mighty streams is rife, 
Emergeth in the Pulse eterne 
Of perfect Being, circled stem 
With blank dead night, in issuing 
Its lightning revolutions fling 
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The creature souls centrifugal; 

To circling praise these planets fall, 

In Archetypes eteme create 

Their wanderings to moderate; 

Ideas or Forms there are, which mould 

The Will's procession manifold 

To relatively perfect lives, 

Since each with special powers contrives 

The special end for which it lives. 

But where first shower of diamond dust 
Spins ofi^ and as with wheeling gust 
Eevolves around its diamond spring, 
The Form of Forms is issuing — 
That highest mystic Image grand. 
In whom all others ever stand — 
And shall I dare to strive pourtray) 
From deeps of soul the Lord I pray 
That nought dishonouring to Him, 
However these poor eyes be dim, 
My tongue may utter, but that I 
May mirror Him, though brokenly! .' 
I may but adumbrate to sense 
Some poor hint of his excellence. 
The glory concentrate in Him 
Hath left the space surrounding dim, 
Which shows most like the clear-obscure 
Of night's chalcedony so pure. 
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His visage — as that perfect shape 

All figures in its own must keep, 

So this all characters of face 

Within its own serene embrace — 

A balance of true tendencies 

Where each in native order lies, 

Its proper benefit to deal 

Within the spirit commonweal — 

'Tis not a man we gaze upon; 

'Tis somewhat Infinite in One! 

Tis Selfessness, the life concealed, 

Divine Humanity revealed. 

That sweetest mouth ! 'tis* scarce a smile 

Which rests upon it all the while, 

Eepose of deep unruffled peace 

Eternity may ne'er increase 

Trom quenchless harmony of soul, 

From self-absorption in the whole. 

Those ocean eyes that never sleep, 

Down whose unfathomable deep 

We peering rapt do feel indrawn 

To lose ourselves in wondrous dawn 

Of Being infinitely full, 

With ever-weUing sweets to cull — 

Till some malicious devil bom 

Of earthly humours hence hath torn, 

And cruel chuckling earthward thrust, 

And trailed us in our dungeon dust! 
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From these grand luminaries beam 
Mild rays of broad bland solemn gleam, 
Which through fer circling ranks below 
With tenderest glory overflow; 
Whene'er the spirits fix their gaze 
On Him, intenser lustre plays 
From out their beams, and saturates 
And tests them through, and demonstrates 
Their beauty to themselves and aU, 
Where'er these lights of judgment fell : 
But glance a moment far beneath, 
Deep down to lowering realms of death — 
Behold those selfsame eyebeams pierce, 
Yet bland no more, but sharp and fierce 
They cleave the night like swords of flame, 
There shrivel many a splendid fame, 
FuU rank complacence blast with shame — 
Those darling social lies we gloss 
They spurn to festering heaps of dross ! 

That wondrous look, serene and pure. 
So passionless, so all secure 
From change or any ill of time, 
Mysterious, fethomless, sublime! 
'Not lack of human fire, the pride 
Of some, nor calm of men who hide 
Their nature stem, — ^but passion-breath 
May sway not Him whom strong as death 
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The master-spell of Love controls, 

Till all the spirit-incense rolls 

For ever heavenward in peace ! 

The Human truly will not lose, 

Wlien Love with whitest heat shall fuse 

Its common elements to bond. 

Yea, calcine them to diamond. 

O ! Peace of Peace, eternal Calm, 

Who fillest souls with living balm. 

That look upon thee; see we bum 

With restless longings, fevered turn 

From side to side, and crave and moan, 

And dream dark dreams that Thou art gone — 

0, pity us ; distil thy dew. 

And sink our parched spirits through; 

Then lull us, infants tired, to sleep. 

And wake us 'neath thine eyelight deep ! 

Those arms are laid abroad on high. 

With open palms benignantly. 

Majestic, solemn, as to bless; 

And 'neath that bosom's spotlessness 

Cross of faint crimson lightning dart 

Eeveals the pulse of a deathless heart, 

The fount of that aerial glow 

Which permeates them who lie below, 

From out those hands in blessing spread, 

A suavest ether ever feil, 
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Which only flows &Qm Heart Divine 

To brace the spirit limbs supine — 

To bear them irresistible 

Near him for aye who loves them well; 

And further down, thank God, it sinks, 

Joins earth and heaven with mystic links; 

It fedls a-down the realm of death, 

And here in Dove-shape issueth, 

Within its amber haloes hiding; 

Most lustrous, silent, meteor — sliding; 

With tender eyes and downy wing 

It heals, with softest hovering. 

Each quivering wound of judgment meet. 

That cauterized with searing heat. 

A mystery remains to speak, 

Tho' human thought and tongue be weak — 

In union, creatures constitute 

One Form Eternal: He is Eoot 

And Substance of these changing lives. 

Who hath the whole alone and gives; 

Who lives all lives, who wills all wills, 

And the perfect sphere of being fiUs. 

In Him the spirit symphony, 

And forms Hke echoes that reply. 

Whom when beholding souls adore. 

His influx blends them more and more. 

While each grows nobler than before. 
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The good in will, in thought the true. 
Their type, the fair in form and hue, 
Are His alone, nor ever claimed 
By those of whom no self is named ; 
Yet their imperfect temporal 
To Him is ne'er ascribed at all; 
It is their own, as they are wound 
With night inexorable round. 
His Will is an eternal spring. 
In perfect Being issuing. 
And (mystery none e'er hath solved) 
Herein the Creature is involved — 
To whom is doled a measured life; 
Anon it may be fresh and rife, 
Exultant, brimming, full and free, 
Then creeping dull and scantily. 

n. 
He stands serene and motionless, 
The central life of harmonies, 
Where all in folded sweetness lies 
Undying. Bound about his feet, 
That first soul-circle is replete 
With soft low music full and deep. 
In praise of Him, in whom they steep 
Their gaze for ever, while the tide. 
Calm bears them passive in its glide, 
Ethereal; but the second throng 
With swifter impulse move along 
c 
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Spontaneous, and the joy grows loud 
With life self-conscious and avowed; 
Yet these are blended to a cloud : 
Then shelving back the lower rows, 
More arrowy swallow flights disclose; 
And here the wayward splendours part 
To severed figures as they dart; 
Though close and fond companioned still. 
Lark-shaking forth their stemless trilL 

IIL 

The spirits habiting these spheres 

By Principle that domineers 

(Tho* lower lives the higher own, 

And lives above them in the cone, 

The lower principle may share) 

Are placed; which makes the blending fair 

Of hue with hue ; and fciintly they 

Beneath the glory may survey 

That feeds them most immediately. 

Its various natures, diverse lives, 

From higher each lower sphere derives, 

By influx from the realm on high,* 

Which trickles glory constantly. 

This cools, solidifies, and changed 

Each circle, each is thus arranged; 

So all the true and good below 

In subtler purity doth glow 

* Swedenboig— Heaven and HeU. 
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Within the loftier realms of love : 
In every nature placed above 
The good beneath it is involved, 
Tho' from the grosser form absolved. 

Tis truth for all — for you who crave 
Some earthly joy ye may not have 1 
Harmless, nay holy, this may be. 
As wedded loves felicity, 
The sacrament of Heavenlier grace : 
Yet if for this you dare efface 
A higher law, the pleasure shrinks 
Mere bait that lures to sensual sinks; 
While they who honour most their soul 
Keep highest peace in their control, 
The higher for that bitter strife 
Of two rich dowered with proper life — 
The body and the spirit, — Hours 
When steeped in beds of living 'flowers 
Their breath the faint sense overpowers 
We glad resign to own the calm 
That flows down on us, music, balm. 
The guerdon of our victory. 
When feeling self low vanquished lie 
Our soul dilates with stronger love. 
More pure, more wide, more deep, than throve 
Within this human breast before. 
The one we longed for loving more, 
c 2 
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Loved in our being's very core I 
Blessed is the union consummate 
Of body and soul allowed by fate ; 
But let the still voice interpose, 
A truer union there grows 
From self-control : we scathless keep 
The ideal of each, more full more deep, 
Because our natures nobler rise 
In pure love through self-sacrifice. 
A glimpse of this the Lord conveyed, 
I think, when to His own He said, 
"Whoe'er shall leave an earthly tie 
"For me the same shall multiply, 
"Eeceive it here a hundred fold 
"With suflFering; and life untold 
"Eternal when the body's cold." 
For when the flesh is laid aside 
Then pure love shall be justified 
In the soul's bond for ever tied. 

High spirits the zone above them view 
To form of God some Image due; 
But crowning loving souls alone 
In doing this behold the Son; 
While most but deify their own; 
And mean ones seek Him grovelling prone. 
Thus faint the image those on high 
Can form of lives that underlie: 
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They see them on their noblest side, 
Yet weakness wholly may not hide; 
Some grosser faculties remain^ 
Conception of it to retain, 
Which oft may cause them kindly grief, 
And urge their influx of relief; 
So meaner spirits nobler scan 
On feeblest side and think to span 
Their mighty growth, yet never can. 
By Love it is that all are classed ; 
Xo crowning spirit is surpassed 
In love by any other; so 
Their Insight here is equal too 
All in its essence to discern, 
Its true uniting cause to learn; 
Hence memory is strong, and they 
Can see the morrow in to-day : 
In present fulness life is rolled. 
With us by scanty driblets doled, 
A portion dead, unborn the rest- 
Here all in one grand tide compressed. 
Slight sense of time those spirits share; 
Our centuries are moments there; 
Small place for change — abides the past 
Nigh founts of consciousness amassed. 
Yet since in no created state 
May love or insight culminate, 
Some place will even here remain 
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r 

For minor difference to obtain; 
Still man's and woman's character 
With diverse frame their minister, 
Tho' each to each approximate, 
Enable like with like to mate; 
Still gentle yielding temperament 
Some stronger one will supplement 

IV. 

4. First like to cirri poise distinct 
Some souls a band who gleamy-linked 
Bear every member in his breast 
By feint reflection deep impressed 
An image of that holy sign 
Which throbs within the Man Divine. 
The music of these lives complete 
As nightingale's is low and sweety 
And hints like his a holy sense 
Of sorrow drowned in love's immense. 
Distinct from all the countenance 
In these pure souls who drift in trance : 
They bear a nameless look which I 
Who tread the earth should know them by: 
And yet the old heart-buried woe 
Hath turned to flowers long ago; 
Yet still the turf is heaved, and still 
Uncancelled is the gripe of ilL 
But fatal seeming all its art 
Might only proper form impart, 
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That each should witih the rest combine, 

To shape the eternal whole design; 

Even as a carver cuts the stone 

Most duly to fulfil its own. 

However valueless alone, 

Within that pattern planned before, 

The tesselated Temple floor. 

The mere wax impress we confound 

With adamant for ever sound, 

Their image cast on shifting time 

With temples o'er the years sublime; 

We mourn the unreal, the limited, 

As if essential life were dead, 

Yet even sin, virus of the soul. 

Outworking leaves the spirit whole, 

Tho* lacerating sore the shape 

Of soul, men know, (which does but drape) 

Nor simply leaves — ^As by a lathe 

Which fashions, seeming but to scathe. 

The soul so takes her proper mould 

In grappling with the monster fold. 

Thus fire not only smelts the ore. 

But makes it ductile more and more 

To body forth the artist thought 

In some grand statue furnace-wrought; 

And thus the human souls retain 

That special type they could not gain 

Through any diverse discipline, 
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Which type with others must comhine 

All Beings coronal to twine; 

A special gloiy so is made 

Which otherwise were ne'er displayed; 

And soundness of the organic whole 

Is health of each compojient sonL 

Most true the everduiing vice 

Which clenches all is sacrifice 

Of individual lives for all; 

Yet this is not their loss; they burst 

The bands of time, which cramped them erst; 

Through well or ill they seek their type, 

And shake firom them the vampire^s gripa 

How beautiful the look these wear 
'Scaped each from his sublime despair; 
Who tried (as who but he hath tried?) 
His Lord when all did fail beside! 
When all else faithless were removed, 
The altogether lovely proved — 
Still in the deep of deeps He loved ! 

These in the dungeon dire of life 
With shapeless Horror gasped in strife, 
But nerved with grace each one was strong 
To grapple aU night lone and long, 
Till duU relaxed that Thiug of Bale, 
Stretched 'neath his clutch; he, stained and pale. 
With ebbing blood — ^the barrier gone— 
Eeeied out into the quiet dawn — 
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That cool hushed grey men christen Death, 

Which stills with tender flower-breath 

The beating heart, the throbbing brow. 

Where springs of healing freshly flow 

For spirit wounds — 0, see them lie 

Like those who very near to die, 

The crisis o'er, feel steeped in bliss 

All languidly the hallowed kiss 

Of life's new gradual-flowing tide. 

Through every vein a balmy glide! 

Their heads are pillowed on the flush 

Wherewith those hands in blessing gush, 

Laid back upon the tender ray, 

As tired traveller may lay 

His head upon a lake's clear flow, 

Afloat in a summer evening glow : 

Their waists, their arms, are love-enwreaithed, 

But their united gaze is sheathed 

In that one Face their All to take, 

The long earth-thirst for aye to slake. 

Through dreary years how vain their range 

To find a love that knew no change! 

Young lovers, when ye vowed your vow, 

Ye heard not through the spring-leaved bough 

The low*breathed sigh of a spirit there, 

"This too shall melt away in air!" 

Whene'er they dreamed, "Now love may close 

With love," some film would interpose. 
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However fine enough to sever 

Those longing hearts, it seemed, for ever, 

A pane of ice which might not hide, 

Yet most inflexibly divide — 

As well had ocean *twixt them rolled-^ 

Vain pressed their lips that crystal cold ! 

And hearts they leaned most surely on 

Would change or e'er the year was run; 

The unnoted sapling growing nigh 

Had pressed the strong wall gradually. 

And so to ruin forceful sent 

Those stones spite iron time-cement 

Not souls nor atoms touch though near; 

May sever though they firm adhere. 

But now the love these pining sought 

"With the heart's deep and quenchless drought 

Is found at last; the primal spring 

lliat stirred that restlessness of wing 

To sip the shallow pools for drink. 

Till they should reach at eve the brink 

Of that eternal lake, whence they 

Had wandered far since break of day. 

They sway with that translucent tide 

In fuller rest than all beside, 

For these, how bitterly ! did prove 

That all is nought except His love : 

Now scarce they stir a foot or hand 

Save where that moves them to expand. 
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Wliile oft the rest may strive to flf , 

And wayward swim spontaneously : 

For this those cannot ever stay 

Where these more docile beings may, 

But sink in wilful motions low 

Within the tender circling glow, 

Till so at length is consummate 

A fall from pure angelic state. 

Here languid fair each breathing limb 

Lies bathed in dawn; while o'er the brim 

Those sweet pale faces calm uprise 

Triumphant through self-sacrifice : 

Each mirrors that grand face on high 

In its divine tranquillity. 

Behold some spirit minister, 
Who seeks for sister souls that err, 
With ransomed sister newly come 
Sweet inly wondering to be Home ! 
Though by the law of love she rest 
Most closely on that dearest breast — 
He marvels not — ^her coming glassed 
In Eyes Divine that held him fast 
Long since he saw; arm lucent soft 
He points to that grand Face aloft. 
Then cinctures her with close embrace; 
Last both upgazing interlace 
Till soon one being fills the place 
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Of twain, with characters combined, 

And all harmonious entwined. 

Such shapes as grow most closely linked 

To one from all are most distinct, 

And float alone, yet often flow 

Throughout the many to and fro ; 

Whene'er we view one float alone 

In such a wise that form has grown : 

Yet this may not for ever be; 

No creature hath stability; 

So often see them separate 

To cloud, and thence to single state; 

Yet still they link and interfuse, 

For ne'er heart-union they lose: 

But highest spirits low may sink, 

While those beneath them reach the brink. 

These souls, though prisoned in the flesh, 
Met as by chance there through the mesh 
Of inmost sympathy close knit : 
Full rare it is that so they fit 
On earth; since failing from their height 
Serene and spiritual they light 
Sundered pell-mell on life of earth. 
In different time and place their birth. 
So in far prisons they converse 
With beings oft the most diverse 
From their own selves; with these must mate. 
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Even seldom iron-visaged fate 

Of those together prisoned the fit 

Love-proved for union will permit 

To join, but ranges them awry. 

Yet oft 'tis well until they die 

To wait for fuller sympathy, 

The wider law of love respect. 

And so the unselfish spirit connect 

In after life with loftier one 

Than if it rashly sought its own, 

That soul were worthy of — More real 

Is union as we climb the ideal — 

Love ye your comrade; we must walk 

Often on earth, however we talk, 

With those we choose not; leave not her 

Or him i'the pitiless waste to err 

Alone, to seek your proper pleasure. 

But rather in your spirit treasure 

Hoard of seK-government ; nor urge 

Your loving nature; rather merge 

In truer love your being here; 

So by more sympathy adhere, 

And thus for world-wide love prepare 

Beyond the grave which all shall share — 

Yet let not starched propriety. 

The polished fool Society, 

Preach down firesh instincts of the heart — 

Courage alone to tear apart 
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Old veils of custom, prejudice, 

From the world's idol-rites of vice, 

By men called virtue — Social place — 

Fools' plaudits — ^Wealth! — 0, sneaking face 

Of curs, for them who can dispense 

This world's dog's-meat or kicks! — Well dance 

And yelp for oflfal; yet be sure 

Your inmost self shall relish more 

These things than union soul with soul 

By bodies union made whole, 

And life with one to sympathise 

In all your course, blithe, gentle, and wise, 

In trials to help you with sweet cheer 

Of her fresh spirit to pei-severe — 

Not now for sel^ but hers and her! 

Yea, and to live must be above 

To dream of living — plain human- love 

Above the shadowy vision, howe'er 

The poet-illusion melt in air — 

We pick up fragments of the truth. 

To poet-piece them later in sooth. 

We want a basis in the real, 

To extract from it the true ideal. 

No laws, no rules, can bind each case. 

If Grod hath spoken face to face 

To reasoning man within his soul. 

The world his act^ which breaks their rule. 

May brand, but not the man control 
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But yet though fellowship most close 
In labours, dangers, joys, enclose 
Two spirits in sweet silvery ties 
Of distance-hazed fair memories; 
And circumstance so much fragrance drove 
Of each through either and so wove 
Through nearness such a net of love 
To enmesh them both — ^by mutual aid. 
And noble points brought out, plain made — 
Yet bared were points of diflFerenc© too; 
And though no bitterness imbue 
These loving ones (for even time 
On earth pain-memories can sublime 
To a dim sweetness, leaving last 
The lurking bliss; so showing all past 
For the grand good by God amassed) 
Yet now in their congenial sphere 
Each finds the twin soul sought for here, 
Perchance in vain, or sadder yet, 
Found, to feel only heaven hath set 
Their lives apart — ISo longer now — 
Consummate union crowns their vowl 
Yet not the old friends are separate 
By this; but closer knit their fate 
Than e'er before in heavenly love 
Mistake nor faults can ever move; 
But each congenial mate hath found 
In closest bond for ever bound. 



32 BEHIND THE VEIL. 

They vary oft their intercourse, 
Since here no image suffers loss 
For change, as in these mortal lives, 
Where each new friend the older drives 
To far cold comers of the heart, 
And then away; foresworn to part, 
How deep so e'er in death alone! 
On earth, whatever poets say. 
Divide your love, you take away : 
Here Love their being doth embrace, 
'Tis selJ^ their atmosphere, their place. 
But mortals, pitiably ye try 
To mimic God — 0, brothers! why 
Not be content to lie in dust — 
To hide our faces — as we must — 
And hear His still small voice proclaim 
Goodness, His own most mighty name; 
Then mould ourselves as mortals may. 
Most like to God when they obey? 
What do men know of Lovel Enwin'd 
One or a few with heart and mind. 
You shall approach the state divine; 
The shallow proud who would entwine 
Themselves with many grovel £ar. 
These have no root : they break to mar 
The feeble glimmer of their star. 
Alas! we know not death alone 
May yield us hope to claim our own. 
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The little place we once did hold 

In a friend's heart 'ere he grew cold ! 

Yes, mourners — vile is every prize 

But to be dear in those dear eyes, 

As once ye seemed — ^yet, maiden, stay ! 

This feith might ease the weary way; 

He loved you once, you love him still — 

You are part of him without his will ; 

He cannot thrust you from his soul ; 

If circumstance may not unroll 

Your name upon the folded scroll 

In the darkened safe of Memory, 

Where scathless things forgotten lie, 

Yet Death must burst that iron lock, 

And Light Eternal with the shock, 

In order all the life reveal; 

Then seize your moment — ^round him steal — 

He'll not be deaf to your appeal. 

'Tis thus alone, however we prate, 

Our loves are not left desolate; 

Thus broken friendships are renewed, 

Tho' jeering Time proclaim them strewed. 

V. 

Next view the blushing opalline. 
In whose soft pulsing we divine 
Some forms scarce outlined, glancing fine ; 
Here like the fleecy glow that stirs 
On grotto roof when something blurs 

D 
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A water-gleam that lies beneath ; 

So thrills the living spirit wreath. 

But see a moment one escapes 

Those mantling nebulae of shapes, 

And dawns the loveliest loving face, 

Scarce painter's hand could dare to trace — 

With sweetest mouth and oval contour, 

With maiden brow so feir, so pure. 

Half hidden by the nut-brown droop 

Of simple glossy silken loop. 

O, dreamy, loving lakes of eyes, 

In whose still deeps all Heaven lies; 

0, feathering lashes tender rayed. 

And fine bow-shadows overlaid! 

Gentle creased alabaster swerve 

Of slender neck, and bosom curve ! 

No more I see for halo warm 

That girdles round the glowing form ; 

E'en so much faintly softened leans 

Through spirit air that intervenes, 

Then melts an Iris dying away, 

Within the textui^ of the spray. 

Too homely drawn by feeble pen 

Such beings deemed unlike to men : 

Yet failing men, when free to move, 

May scale the loftiest heights of Love ! 

And maids there are whom I have known 

No seraph would be shamed to own 
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For sisters, even in raiment mean — 
Of ours — ^The pure in heart have seen 
Such maidens guileless, pure, and kind, 
Not left our own fresh isle to find. 
And so may be the visions rare 
Vouchsafed in ecstasy and prayer 
To Perugtn, Angelico, 
Were nearer truth than we may know. 
And heaven-breathing Eaffaelle, 
I^fore the ethereal spirit fell, 
Might hold the sinless with a spell. 

For music, who hath ever heard 
Aught like, unless it were of bird, 
'Tween showers in fresh sundropping wood, 
Or lark transfusing daylight's flood 
With gush of stemless melody. 
That buoys him up the liquid sky. 
So full, ecstatic, sweetly pure ] 
But here 'tis spiritual, mature, 
An oozing of well-ripened soul. 
All mellowed, luscious, fair, and whole — 
^ot innocence of ignorance. 
But powers* healthful consonance — 
Such deep calm joy she may suggest, 
When lone at eve, no presence guessed, 
She sings to God in her little room. 
Whom men deem marked for early tomb ; 
D 2 
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For through that form transparent, frail, 
The spirit bums and melts the veU, 
And stirs with feel of dawning morn 
Through rifts in life disease hath torn; 
It leans out from the unfathomed eye 
With yearnings for the parent sky, 
And flutterings for liberty. 
Yet only if you may conceive 
Her strain when God shall open leave 
Her prison-door, and she may cleave 
Her native light, then you may know 
What notes of wordless music flow 
On my dull earthly hearing, slow 
To apprehend the inner sense 
Of such seraphic songs intense. 
Tis not from one alone, but here 
The inmost heart of the sunny sphere 
Heaves melody with teeming lives, 
And lessening waves in circle drives ; 
More murmurous with Love* throughout 
Than lime, deep foliaged, blossoms out, 
Whose heart is murmurous with bees ; 
For all is low and warm and sweet 
As cooing doves, or croon replete 
With mother's welling tenderness 
Face-buried in her babe to bless — 
Those features rippling love no less 
Than hers, or those of murmuring pair 
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Who parted long were severed ne'er, 

And now at last may clasp their bliss, 

Till Time falls calcined in their kiss. 

Such liquid warble, glassy clink, 

Such inmost heartspilt laughter, drink 

We never standing on the brink 

Of springs, clear source of bounteous rivers, 

Down whose broad leagues the daylight quivers : 

With myriad tones of subtle shade 

The spheral Harmony is made. 

VI. 

Last see the breathing ardours scape 
Defined, though blending, into shape ; 
They lose themselves in aU, and thence 
To individual preference 
Emerge and fleck the hyaline,. 
Which grows more to a blue divine. 
With bloomy groups that fondly twine. 
'Tis passing fair to see them beam 
In out the breathing cloud, aS gleam 
Amid the phosphorescent foam 
Intenser stars that go and come. 
Behold them glistening shoot along, 
A lightsome many-woven throng ; 
The keen air kindles as it cleaves, 
And thrilling wake of lustre leaves, 
While fanning of those gleamy wings 
Makes softest breezy winnowings ; 
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With radiant neck and bosom curved 

To breast tbe morning, slender swerved 

Their forms, each white limb laid along 

The buoyant ether; as they throng, 

Joy darts from azure eye to eye, 

As sunny dews 'mid speedwell fly 

With breezes ruffling daintily. 

These loving souls with joy uncurbed 

Encincture Him all undisturbed: 

In such a crowd of life they fly, 

As shoots of a swift clear brooklet vie 

Stone splintered in flashing rivalry, 

To meet and mix and interleap 

In a hustling soft foam-laughing heap. 

VII. 

And now, methought, that maiden face 
And neck leaned from the living space 
Of cloud, detaching wholly now 
Her form distinct : she seemed to flow 
Toward me filmy — soundless eyes 
Mine sounding — then with dulcet strain 
Soft cadences that wax and wane 
From lips sweet parted loosens she, 
Distinct from all imbibed by me : — 

"When we wiU and plan 
All the good we can; 
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When our wills intense 

Merged in the immense 

Do form constrain 

The gross Inane 

To Love's behest; 

Or our spirits rest, 

Eapt lost in sight 

Of each other's selfless beauteous light : 

When searching through. 

Lost in the view, 

His Order grand 

Where'er it stand 

Li lives of brothers 

Whom Time yet smothers, 

But whom we scan 

In the perfect Man, 

Their guardians we, 

Though they rarely see; 

When searching through, 

Lost in the view. 

His Order grand, 

Whose beauties stand 

In His fair low sphere the sensuous land; 

Till the rays converge 

In One to merge, • 

And we sink in Him 

Who underlies our lustres dim ; 

'Tis then our day, 
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For light doth play 

From our etherial limbs that sway 

To the miisie varied linked distilling 

From deep pure thought and holy willing : 

The harmony 

Of limbs we see, 

The concert clear 

Of songs we hear, 

Flow from the inner music true 

That doth our wills and thoughts imbue : 

Through organs, parts that do combine 

These healthful Life-frames to define. 

The Soul unfolds her functions high 

In the lower sphere most perfectly ; 

And the lovely body copies fair 

The Soul's eternal beauty rare : 

Tho' discord there may be in time, 

They have eternal rhythm and rhyme." 

But lo, the glory seems to fail, 
More languid those fair shapes to sail; 
With closing eye, with passive limb. 
To moonlight softened dreaming Him; 
like clustered stars they faintly swim 
In •gloaming air — ^yet borne along — 
Not rapt like those yon loftiest throng. 
Calmly aglow to their SouFs core 
With God's own love — steeped in that lore, 
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Their wills pulsations of His own, 

Welling His light with breath alone — 

These must form act plans definite 

To flash the fire that doth ignite 

Them too, though less; and these need rest, 

Distilling fresh supplies of zest. 

And as within a woodland glade 

Sudden the pale grass is inlaid 

With soft moon-shadows, and at hand 

Flutes out the night-bird as we stand; 

So flutes that spirit-maiden tone 

To sing the sweet change that has grown. 

"A low sweet sound 
Steals up around; 
Some cadence soft 
Is borne aloft, 
As of healthful breathing 
Of infants wreathing. 
Through still pure air 
From the sleepers there ! 
We feel Him, see Him everywhere ; 
No day, no night, but He is here; 
When sweet low listlessness doth steal 
Upon our ardent commonweal. 
And gentle languor loosens will. 
The rowers rest, the oars are still; 
Yet full their impulse doth avail, 
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And tides of circumstance yet quail 

To lustrous folds around the prow 

Of the Soul's shallop even now. 

As resting, stalwart men that row 

Feel airs soft breathing flowers blow 

On their hot brows; hear mingling oft 

With intermittent gushing soft 

Far chimes from spires 'mid orchard blossom, 

Hiding blessed homes within its bosom, 

And tinkling bells from cattle laid 

In evening glow 'mid trees' long shade ; 

So lulled the gentle ripple's clash 

Scarce sways their skiff with lapping wash — 

Thus rest doth brace our spirit powers — 

Lest we should claim the Will as ours, 

God bids us will no more awhile 

With conscious aim, but in His smile 

Lie passive like a little child, 

And trust us to His guiding mild; 

Till His grand ocean-tide of Will 

Our being's pool returns to filL 

Now wakeful spirits do not play 

On limbs ethereal lightening day. 

Diffusing music as they sway; 

'Tis all enfolded now and warm. 

Most subtly mystical the charm; 

The ghost of music hovering hushed 

Haunting the Soul's still chamber, flushed 
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With sleeping Love's pure loveliness; 

An atmosphere of holiness, 

Where evil could no more abide 

Than in a moonlit lily hide 

Impurity, when petals slender 

Fold sweet on the heart with glimmering tender ; 

But shapes of peace and dreams of good 

Sail silent through — a holy brood; 

Visions of mortals soothed in pain, 

Who marvel how they so sustain, 

And angels helped, new glory found ; 

These settle in the spirit-swound, 

As dew in flowers through tender nights, 

As round a sea-cave lambent lights 

Link from the dimpling smile of ocean ; 

These settle with a gentle motion, 

As doves for slumber in shadowy palm 

Clear outlined on the gloaming calm." 

VIII. 

^ot in mere still absorbing love 
Those highest ones for ever move; 
They, ransomed each from death and sin, 
Are chosen the toiling ones to win 
Who yet remain, to help them here; 
Heaven-sent, they go without a fear. 
'Tis not of them the will to go. 
His tide of Will doth urge them so; 
They sink adown those mystic beams, 
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Where'svith yon heaving Bosom streams, 
Still sounding Love's unfathomed sea, 
Serene in starlike purity : 
Behold them sail with meteor glide 
Through consteUations which abide, 
Through widening spheres of angel white, 
Massed in far flashing ranks of light. 

Some mother feels her own son stray 
In the root of fever, sin, away; 
Though little on earth he guessed that she. 
With pale ghost hands convulsively 
Low-clasped upon her figure tall, 
Standing beside him, oft let faU 
A spirit tear upon his pride, 
His hardness, selfishness, to chide ! 
Yet whence that pang of swift remorse 
That sudden on him did enforce 
The memory of parted years; 
So that, dim-eyed, he sees and hears 
The kneeling child his name that bore, 
With face in her lap who is no more. 
And those dear hands upon his head? 
Mayhap, that tear of the holy dead 
Thrilled through his heart this memory; 
For though never again her boy may lie 
In mother's arms all sacredly, 
She doth his being interlace 
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With a fuller more assured embrace ; 

Can touch the secret spirit springs 

Unguessed by earth-imaginings. 

She, molten in the heart of Truth, 

May well with anguish and with ruth 

Feel, with deep yearnings of dismay, 

The spirit of her son decay — 

Not absence is true going away ; 

Kot change to unregarding clay; 

In sin it is ourselves who stray 

Yet joy is deeper than her pain : 

By faith she sees the tangled skein 

Of life unravelled in the hand 

Of Him by whom the whole is planned. 

IX. 

Now turn where subtlest change invades 

That heavenly realm, like twilight shades 

When lucid summer evening fades 

Insensibly. See waning pale 

The intermingling creatures fail, 

While gaining outline definite 

Within the cooling chrysolite — 

One throbbing ardeijt pulse no more 

Of ichors fused as before; 

A space distinct from life there grows 

For outer night to interpose. 

Heavily, less electric, move 

Those ardours, feebler in their love; 
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Till they have wandered down so far, 
That sudden night breaks in to mar 
Their glory quite : a tongue darts out 
And wraps those heavenly shapes about; 
Hampers their wings; even as the web 
Whirls round a fly whose strength doth ebb 
So smothered: last they topple headlong — 
Down, down, from spheres of light and song, 
Myriad brain-reeling shapes that spin. 
Darkened and blighted now with sin; 
With hands convulsive stretched, and face 
Distorted, blanched, they shoot through space. 
Whose staring eyes the dusk inflame 
With lost souls' wild despair and shame. 
'Tis here the outer Mght enswathes. 
More close the jewelled cone it bathes; 
And here from forth the palpable 
ImmensQ of gloom there seem to sweU 
Black Monster folds that coiling press 
The rainbow-failing loveliness. 
All spirits have fallen through lack of love; 
Yet scarce alike are all the drove — 
In some less reason, with less lack 
Of love; these shapes look not so black, 
!N"or so past hope; their downward track 
Less fearful: gradual they sink. 
Up struggling vain: less near the brink 
Of Night these wandered : they are • bom 
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Into the flesh, caged, lone, forlorn. 

Vain fluttering girt with many a thorn. 

Beyond this central human sphere 

Broods a far murkier atmosphere 

Impinging on the outer gloom; 

And here I now perceived the doom 

Of every keener, colder soul — 

A subtler frame in his control, 

More docile to his evil will, 

HimseK his proper bane, with skill 

Others to injure and himself; 

He shivers whatsoe'er his pelf 

In his own dismal soKtudes ; 

Por even the earth where he intrudes 

To tempt is such to him — ^With men. 

Even their own foulness from their ken 

Is hidden till death; when they, too, come 

Unto that dismal devil's home. 

They fitted them on earth to roam — 

These whirl for aye in the bleak storm 

Their passions and self-will do form, 

Cold lightless erring, till they clash 

And grapple in relentless crash. 

Of hate on fire — with curses, wails. 

That godless whirlwind never fails ! 

O, could they sink, as some have thought. 

To life with less of spirit fraught. 
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Into the dull contented brute, 
Thence to unconscious trees that root 
Calmly through their long centuries, 
To forces wielded by the wise 
Souls who fulfil their destinies ! 
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"Well note yon band. Awhile they rest 
Where, shadowing each tender breast, 
Some grosser earthly atmosphere 
Chill pales the aerial crystal clear; 
They poise on Iris-gossamer wings 
Where earth her mortal dimness flings 
O'er each sweet face; ill-omen'd sound 
Upmmbles from the dnsk profound, 
And harshly breaks upon the strain 
Of Heaven afer that 'gins to wane : 
Then each upturns his countenance 
Above to win a moment's glance 
Of eyes Divine which follow him, 
That each refreshed one so may brim 
With trust all needed in the gloom 
His own ruth's footsteps to illume: 
E 2 
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Then downward speed they — Lo ! the cry 
Of a fallen world's deep agony ! 
It smites and wounds each purest heart, 
And paling face reflects the smart; 
In large blue eyes the trouble grows, 
Then down long lashes overflows — 
Confusion's myriad gibbering tongues, 
The wild wail of a myriad wrongs, 
Whirled in the storm they could not face, 
But in the calm rays of His grace, 
That broods perennial, luminous. 
Through smoke of hell, to succour us ; 
For else no seraph pure might breathe 
In such thick poisoned air of death. 

II. 
But deadlier loud the tumult surge — 
Now list his demon shouts that urge 
Hands fratricidal deep to plunge — 
A stain what waters may expunge? — 
In warm heart's blood, that he may wear 
Some poor fool's bauble for a year! 
Then hark the sweU of martial paean, 
While banners flout the empyrean — 
Hard beat the drums — ^vast legions tramp— 
The hero's steed on bit doth champ—- 
Stem armed his flaunting pageant rolls. 
Whose march is over human souls, 
Which, with all thought and action crushed. 
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lie kneaded, mangled in the dust: 

Wliile bigot priests, long stoled in white, 

Diffuse accursM spirit blight 

From emblems of their priestly lies, 

Profaning holiest mysteries. 

So crouch the stunted multitude, 

While indignation pants subdued 

Within the patriot's bleeding heart — 

If Heaven assign no happier part — 

To expiate his righteous ire 

On scaffold or the flaming pyre. 

Yet though he rot, bereft t)f day, 

In loathsome prison his youth away. 

How wistful ! listing his bright bay 

Lap on the dungeon wall at play. 

And dream of one whose tears at home 

Fall on their babe — their hour shall come, 

When he and she for ever meet, 

With myriads freed to kiss their feet! 

E'en now, beneath the tyrant's frown. 

It is the victim wears the crown — 

He, one with aU the good and great; 

The other girt with fewning hate. 

His idol self insatiate 

Vain pampering, lone and desolate. 

in. 
But as this pageant passes by, 
The mob, priest-drugged to idiotcy. 
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Shout loud — ^Their victim well they tram 

To caper in its rattling cludn! 

Behold priests' work ! the heart confined, 

The stunted soul, the frenzy blind 

That curdles all the milk of love— 

For Satan sits as God above, 

Colossal Tyrant, red with pride, 

Their own huge Shadow deified! 

Through this vast phantom priests have swayed 

Men to all evil for their trade 

In every age — ^Behold the blood. 

Shed by saint-fratricides for Grod 

At feet of their own idol dear, 

Whether a monster shape they rear, 

Or but a form of creed revere ! 

Though God, in spite of threat or bribe, 

A diverse posture may prescribe 

To every soul in front of Truth, 

For each one's conformation in sooth. 

Men, deadened all to sense and ruth, 

Would force their brother's homage loth 

In pose unfitted to his growth, 

And deem, unless they twist him well, 

Their Joss will blast them both in Hell t 

And though the sun be soaking through 
A speckless palpitating blue. 
Intensifying colours gay 
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On tliis the public. holiday ; 

While thousands crowd in best attire 

The imperial progress to admire 

Throughout this grand-built capital; 

And acclamations rend the air, 

With cymbal clash and trumpet blare: 

To those pure visitants unseen 

Who hovering tremulously lean 

Above the throng, 'tis utter night, 

All stifling, starless, thick with blight. 

These look the cofifin velvet through, 

And see the corpse's festering blue; 

They pierce yon king's calm haughty mask, 

Who, fresh from tyranny's fond task, 

Now sheaths unmoved his reeking sword 

Yet warm with blood of patriots' poured ! 

Beneath that flimsy woman's robe, 

Yon priestly bosom well they probe! 

Lo! in that breast there bums a creed - 

His own base passions there did breed 

In One who winks at lust and lies, 

If but a sop of mummeries 

We bribe him with — a mighty fiend. 

In whose name tyranny lies screened* 

For each unjust caste privilege 

He devil-mandates can allege; 

But if one challenge dare the creed, 

'Tis then you know the man indeed I 
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His craft is thieatened-rless the care^ 

May be, for coffttfs growing bare 

Of gold from starving thousands wrung, 

As for the breaking spell he flung 

Kound souls of women and of men — 

So wormed him into families, 

Cast prurient, strange, unhallowed eyes 

Into the holiest mysteries. 

And ruled, by severed human ties — 

While spirits rooting in the Truth, 

Pree seeking nurture for their growth, • 

He stunted planting in his pot, 

Though space aind soil might suit them not — 

"Though spiritual truth God give, 

"You have no spirit to receive, 

"No juice wherewith to assimilate — 

" At least, it shall not operate : 

"Try not if bread this be or stone, 

" But gulp at bare command alone ! " 

If one should doubt their idol-god. 

Each priest-ridden soul, at priestly nod. 

All bonds of blood and love will break 

To screw the torture, fire the stake; 

For natures of the tenderest 

Elack superstition so can wrest. 

Thus abject fanatics priests train 

Who view with Pharisee disdain 

All natures of another mould ; 
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Wlio nip each bud that would unfold 

Of grace and aspiration free ; 

So cramp all fair humanity 

To slavish worship of a god 

Who smites with ne'er-relenting rod 

His myriad never-tended sons, 

And one small chque capricious owns. 

When scarce a single soul is free. 

When fettered every family, 

How may the state know liberty? 

IV. 

But shift the scene — a gilded hall, 
With brilliant lustres o'er the ball — 
Much wealth and fiishion gathered there, 
Maze-ihridding many a graceful pair — 
To those celestials dusk the air, 
And foul the figures seeming £ur, 
So courtly, swave, and debonair! 
Yon polished man, with pleasant ease, 
Each air-blown trifle knows to seize, 
And twirl them to an endless string 
Of aimless, graceful bantering : 
yet social converse seems but flat 
Without some condiment of hate; 
So every guest, in cliques polite, 
His wee bag bears of poison spite. 
And settles, delicate of wing. 
On each, unconscious, till the ating 
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Pricks fine, so subtle to irritate — 

A hint from some smooth-smiling hate. 

And sure, that modem soft "My dear" 

Of women, Christ, if He were here, 

Would brand not like that blunt "Thou fool ! 

Men blurted ere they learned to school 

To honeyed tones each murderous wish, 

Or give the deadly Judas kiss! 

The women here are very fair — 

Even as the jewels which they wear — 

K some soft soul would only rise 

In those much-vaunted agate eyes. 

If mobile feeling found some place 

In each most fEiultless-carven face! 

But well they train them to root out 

All vulgar weeds of love that sprout 

Within their hearts' trim palace court, 

That no mean wanderer there resort 

In search of wildings — ^Through the gate 

But blazoned chariots drive in state. 

Dear painted parents, tired of life. 

Yet with the cold death-gripe at strife. 

Croaked "liveried servants, mansions wide, 

"And every tinsel pomp beside, 

"Our household gods, we leave to thee, 

" Thy heart, sweet child, to satisfy, 

" To fill thy soul's infinity ! 

"Young rake, and hoary lecher bold, 
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" Our child is labelled to be sold ; 
" So feel her, if you have the gold ! " 

They seem to say, "Mere wind to us — 
" SatiTa cramngs,'* — ^barred our spirits close 
"Against God's light! We ne'er knew sun 
"Save these fednt tapers, and we shun 
" HaUs, corridors, these ne'er could show : 
"We lose the bliss which might overflow 
"These spirits; yet we have not grieved 
"For want of that we ne'er conceived. 
"These structures vast one day may rock 
"With fear, all bars burst in the shock, 
"They tell us, and God's light diffused 
"Strike stark blind eyes we never used — 
"Yet clutch the lightning-wingM hour!" 
Wake rather thus than, left alone. 
Find last false boon companion gone, 
Whose slumberous-echoing footfall 
Dies in some awful far-off haU ; 
When fednt flame-flap i' the living tomb 
Scarce moves the superincumbent gloom! 

Yet since, alas ! too oft the young 
To some romantic dream have clung, 
There needed Love's old-fashioned wile 
The moneyed simperer to beguile — 
Wiles genuine as are the blooms 
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Of each stiff dowager in plumes — 

While vanity with these may lure 

Some hoodwinked youth, too true and pure, 

His treasure of heart to give with trusty 

That she may tread it in the dust 

But having caught the husband sweet, 

Perchance the slumbering heart may meet 

A man to wake it — or had met. 

But dared not call the sleeper yet 

Or should the heart be ossified, 

Yet sense may be intensified; 

So married couples whisper warm — 

Not those the priest hath joined in form ! 

And little public scandal cries, 

And rare the private bullet flies, 

And scarce a whip the traitor brands ; 

Cool self-restrained are modem hands ! 

The thing must be — well, gloss it o'er. 

Blind till it feigns to hide no more : 

Then proper dames, who do the same 

So well that none may dare proclaim. 

With raised eyes doom the fedlen to shame. 

The men wiU still be well received, 

For all the maidens they deceived. 

Yet gauzy veil round evil draw, 

l^ot clumsily provoke the law; 

For modesty's a graceful thing 

You scare if openly you bring 
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Sin, that bold harlot, to the house 

Where Virtue sits a heavenly spouse. 

Thusj when some wight oversteps the bound, 

Then loose Hypocrisy's hell-hound 

And drag your victim to the ground ! 

The conscience of society, 

So tender, owns the crimson dye, 

But feels vicarious sacrifice 

More pleasant than for bosom-vice 

That each should pay the fiery price. 

Yet Heaven's sword shall soon break in, 

Rend all your flimsy screens for sin! 

Lo ! one who enters with the brand 

Of God's light broadening in. his hand — 

Appalled, therein, poor worms, ye see, 

Beside the fading efl&gy 

Of all that ye were meant to be. 

Your own unveiled deformity I 

God sees you now ! These angels see 
Through all your false serenity ! 
You, man of fashion, with the face 
Of supercilious hard grimace, — 
Must God, who sends that Skeleton 
To mow these races 'neath the sun 
As their successive hour ii run, 
Your cruelty complacent brook. 
Because some worms have dubbed you "Duke' 
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Pure angels knew the humble maid 
Whom your cold-hlooded lust betrayed. 
Whom, traitor, you have dared disown 
For fear *' Society" should frown! 
If painted dames would own her not, 
Yet, in her cherry-nested cot. 
Pure angels with her loved commune. 
What time the tender yirgin-moon 
Kissed her young sleep through nights of June ! 
Ay ! and these hovered over her 
That wild night when the rain did blur 
The lamp, and when chill blasts of wind 
Than man, than God, seemed less unkind — 
She scales — she spurns-— the parapet- 
Though scarce her plunge dull waters fret, 
God's angels hover round her yet ! 

V. 

fetid steams the lurid air 

To angel sense, despite the glare. 

Sham smiles, sham geins, and chandelier! 

'Neath yon "distinguished" airs' of men 

True selves lie open to the ken — 

The hollow jaded smile is gone, 

And set smooth mien that all put on ; 

Those loathsome bosom-tombs are won. 

The damned keep their approaches well, 

And roll the avenue to Hell; 

Ko pictured Satan half so true. 
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Be sure, as that wliicli Gk)etlie drew— 
The jaunty scoffer nought can please, 
Heart-blasted Mephistopheles : 
Eke 'twould seem strange to recognise 
Him in a fashionable guise, 
And find those hideous features lurk 
Behind a well-bred languid smirk. 
But not the heart alone shows black 
Where once its lacquering may crack; 
Celestials see the native shape, 
Which white firm flesh doth only drape. 
The Soul's outgrowth, that inner rind, 
In which its own life stands defined. 
Thus many a face and form we praise 
Seems hideous to the angel gaze; 
While some poor face which men despise 
Is the cynosure of angel eyes. 
Dim bum,* as in a chamel vault 
Or with some poisonous gas assault. 
The lights — sounds hollow far and low 
The talk, as Death were talking so— 
'Mid wide rooms gilt, and fleeting shapes 
Whom rare silk, gauze fine foamy, drapes, 
And forms reposing, twos and twos, 
Who some retired comer choose — 
What marvellous change them all invades? 
Some lovely ones whose beauty fades 
Seem lovelier &r — ^Fresh face of GTrath 
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I see thee beam immortal youth! 

But others — some are men in black, 

Of jewelled women is no lack — 

Seem loathsome, shrivelled — and there walk 

Or sit close by them as they talk 

Some other creatures fouler yet. 

Like bloated bodies death doth &et, 

Or lean hard mocking fiends. — Scarce one 

Or two stand, sit, or move, alone 

Of all these men and women — such 

Companions leer at hand, or clutch. 

They careless hang on men's right arms. 

But love to enwreathe more close the charms 

Of woman here — ^Now, dame, beware I 

Some hellish shape is at your ear. 

Familiar leaning o*er your chair ! 

Lol shaken with inward loathsome laughter. 

It points toward your sweet, fresh daughter. 

And gives you counsel! Child, awake, 

Throw off the speU of yon fell snake ! 

Pure child, a seared fiend 'tis that's bowing, 

Whispering low — sweet — I see one mowing 

And mopping for him to imitate 

Beside him — ^waken, ere 'tis too late! 

Those ghastly bosom-tombs are seen : 
There sits the big wolf, gaunt and lean. 
His cruel eyes with famine keen, 
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His dewlaps oozing with the gore 

Of that last lamb whose flesh he tore. 

Tis selfish greed Behind him, hark ! 

A loathed hyaena, in the dark, 

The corpse of once young life doth munch — 

Through rotting limbs you hear him crunch. 

'Tis envy, gnawing in the breast 

A soul once living, young, and blest; 

Unearthly mocking laughter hear 

Ee-echoed through the spaces drear — 

For love and purity the jeer! 

While bats cling thickly to the vault; 

In reeking crowds they will assault 

To quench his taper, who shall dare 

Attempt those secrets foul to bare. 

VI. 

Tet through each murky bosom-cave 
One rosy beam rests ever swave, 
Wherein these guardian angels lie, 
Nor breathe the foul mortality : 
Else must their holy wrath and pain 
Have stricken them with eternal bane. 
Those friends Gk)d claimed at death as His, 
Or any denizens of bliss ; 
How else might such come near us still 
To succour us, nor suffer ill? 
But now their holy look of woe 
Seems tempered with an underglow 
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Of deathless faith, of quenchless trust, 

For all fair hopes that strew the dust. 

And why? They climhed themselves the hill 

These hrother-men are climbing still; 

They loitered too, theur steps they turned, 

They wearied when the midday humed 

And springs were rare and lone the road; 

Storms howled around them as they trod, 

And more than once a strong staff broke 

Beneath them, — ^then their hope forsook ; 

And yet the summit grand is won, 

They stand in the glory of the Sun ! 

They proved a Hand was leading them, 

More strong than any oaken stem 

Of useful creed, or native will, 

Or human help; while these fulfil 

God's loving end, — drawn out no less 

In breaking, when 'tis hard to bless. 

His care, they know, was never slack 

For senseless infmts pulling back : 

He held them fast : then came an hour 

He made them docile to His power. 

And if Love moulded us, they cry. 

Who strove so long, so stubbornly, 

Who now shall wrest His victory? 

But more they see : the vital thrill 
Through them of His warm heart they feel. 



■H 
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Whether in circling near Him there, 
Or resting in His eflBiuence here — 
How all significant the glint 
To them along these breasts of flint 
Of self-same rays, though little note 
These hosoms their soft benignant float ! 
To them as much this glory told 
As to the avenging one of old 
That blood-streak dashed along the door 
Said, "Pass this house of Israel o'er!" 
And since e'en here that Love doth own 
His breath, however turned to stone, 
How may they dare to nurse distrust. 
For all the evil's smothering crust 1 
Pure love hath made their insight clear : 
They pierce not only world-veneer. 
To reach the paltry self it hides ; 
They see that Essence which abides 
All changing heart and thought beneath, 
The Will unsuffering change or death — 
An ever-present energy. 
That central personality 
Which verily doth melt away 
Into the sea of Deity ; 
Wherein the Manhood doth attain 
Its end through sacrifice with pain, 
Till every will is bound in love 
With alJ, and with the Will above. 
F 2 
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But love is measured even on earth 

Leas by the loved than lover's worth. 

The healthful heart o'erflows with it> 

Whatever humble one may sit 

Beneath the droppings ; and if blind 

Love's judgment be by men defined, 

And if the common sort have turned 

For obstacles not eiitt discerned, 

The strong Love-diver what shall quell, 

'Neath dark sea-flux who knoweth well 

There's a pearl bedded in the rugged shell? 

True Love takes no discouragement ! 

Her pale meek face is ever bent 

Above some form men deem but death, 

To catch leagj fluttering of breath ; 

Without her care, in sooth, the drowned 

Might pass to his last sleep profound. 

As saints and cynics deem the swound ; 

But though the world may laugh to scorn, 

She from that spot may ne'er be drawn. 

She nestles to the unconscious side 

With her sweet living mouth applied 

To his; and breathes her own warm life 

In aid of his faint nature's strife; 

And so all faithfully she cleaves 

Till limbs relax and bosom heaves: 

The world cries "Leave him; he is dead — ^" 

So rests his blood upon its head! 
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With her own self the wavering soul 
Love fosters till it awakens whole. 
O, heavenly gift of sympathy, 
That will not let a spirit die, 
Clear-eyed each life-seed glad perceives, 
Creates the virtue it believes ! 
For let pure Love stand face to face 
With the meanest of God's human race ; 
If only long enough He stand. 
There must grow up His image grand. 
So woman's tenderness hath saved 
Full many a man deemed all depraved: 
With gentle touch his wounds she probed, 
Soft spread the healing, for she loved; 
Saw with his eyes, and with him felt; 
While the unjust world harsh measure dealt, 
So forcing weak ones o'er the marge, 
Creating sin it gloats to charge! 



Thus, too, these angels from on high. 
As in the holy ray they lie. 
Note subtle signs of better things, 
To which their trustful nature clings: 
Where some dark nook the ray, revealed 
While soft it passed — there drops congealed 
From the rock fissure were unsealed. 
And trickled at the touch of Life, 
Till all the rugged side was rife 
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With moss and thrilling maiden-hair, 
While in a green mist^ tender, rare, 
The fern beneath breathed mantling fair. 
Such signs of life not all extinct 
To their fine spiritual instinct 
Eeveal as near the coming hour 
When, purged by fire from evil's power. 
E'en these their forms of light may don, 
To circle round the central Sun. 
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"BROKEN LIGHTS.' 



" THST ARB BUT BROKBN LIGHTS OF THEE, 
AND THOU, O LOBD, ABT MORE THAN THET." 

In Mtmoriatn. 

AB6UMENT. 

1. Progressive Scope of Hiiinanity.^2. Exemplified in a Vision of Great 
Representative Religions— each embodying some "Broken Light" of Truth. 
—3. Indian Worship— the HostofHeaven— a Trinity— Sacrifice— Self-Absorp- 
tion.— 4. Persian Worship— Good and Evil— 6. Egyptian— 4he Incarnate 
One.— 6. Greciatt— Beauty.— 7. Roman— Order^Law.— 8. Scandinavian- 
Courage— Strength. — 9. Truths all centering in CT^m^lncamate in Judea. 
— 10. Idolatries destroyed by His Presence. 
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Book II.— Part II. 

"BROKEN LIGHTS." 

I. 
So, for Humanity's grand scope^ 
O'er all the race we look with hope. 
Though lives of generations melt, 
The history of all they felt 
And all they thought; yet human lives 
Pass not like waves the tempest drives ; 
But, as the child grows into man, 
So all the world's prime ages ran 
With vital if unconscious growth 
Into the manhood's present youth : 
AU tribes, all nations, linked somewhere, 
Their own experience building fidr, 
Their own past lives a growing pile, 
Into the noble coral isle, 
At last, above the sea of Time, 
Palm-crowned, sunned in God's face, to climb. 
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A gradual change came o'er my dream ; 

Some lurid sanguined mists upsteam. 

And blot the sky and earth : all fades, 

And slowly thickest night pervades 

Horizon round: a lustre pale 

But feebly may the shades assail 

At intervals on circling bound, 

By gloaming on some island mound, 

Vast, with the sea of night profound 

Dividing it from all the rest ; 

And o'er each twilit isle the crest 

Of some colossal Shape upreared 

Was seen ; and more, if long you peered ; 

For round each base men clustered are, 

A shadowy throng seen faint afar; 

Each Shape diverse, — ^as is the crowd 

Who press in veneration bowed. 

III. 
Yonder is hung a dwindled Orb, 
Shorn as eclipsed, which doth absorb 
Homage of myriads; called by names 
Diverse as attributes and claims 
In many a race and age: some Stars 
Cold twinkle 'twixt the dusk cloud-bars 
That stretch athwart: the Moon looks faint 
On shadowy temple sculptured quaint 
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Beneath — ^Dilatmg in the skies. 

Huge Threefold Shape doth meet mine eyes, 

Whose central broad-faced figure hath cone 

As gemmed with jewel huge for crown ; 

Its neck with priceless pearls is wound; 

Its fiace absorbed in calm profound, 

Placid and drowsy, — Brahma hight. 

Lo ! smiling Veeshnu, on his rights 

A lotos-bunch enamoured views, 

On which his raised left hand doth close : 

But joining with the other two ; 

Nostril distent, contracted brow. 

Distorted traits, protruded tongue; 

How fearful glares the other upon 

That hooded snake, as in a vice 

His fingers clutch, held toward the skies ? — 

Seeva, Time-operating god. 

Through Death renewing with his nod — 

Below, on ledge that doth protrude 
In a cliff's face, whose giddy steep 
A stream winds round in silver sleep, 
Stand rich-robed swarthy forms beneath 
Tall portal, carved with figure and wreath, 
Black hewn within that rock; the fece 
Of all the temple^ sculptures trace, 
Quaint, time-dusked, wrought elaborate, 
'Thwart which huge growths trail gorgeous weight 
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Ill vision I see them entering: 

Eed numerous lamps wall-ranged fling 

On awed rapt face, on beard, and dress 

Rich folded, weird glare; but recess 

Of this huge pillared wilderness 

May scarce pierce to arouse old Shade, 

Whose awful formlessness is laid 

Huddled behind yon colonnade. 

A wild chanty sad-sweet, hear them sing; 

See fragrant censers slowly swing — 

Lo! lit the inmost Adytum 

With sofb-flamed lamps; while in the dome 

Above the altar bums in gold 

The Sun resplendent; and round rolled, 

Moon silver, many a gHstering star, 

In the caerulean spangled are. 

The sacred nine-valved conch is blown — 

Hark to the lotos-bell's clear tone — 

Priests, in fine stoles of woven bark 

And peaked caps, feed the undying spark — 

High-priest's blue mantle planet-strown. 

As in Mithraic caves was known, — 

With butter clarified the fire 

Leaps up ; while offering of myrrh, 

Benzoin, gengely, gums of price, 

And aromatic wood, supples. 

With cusa-grass, the sacrifice; 

And flowers, fruit — ^libations poured 
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Of honey and milk — ^Now to the god 
They chant their solemn sweet epode, 
When either sacred dance is trod. 

But in my dream a sudden eclipse 
The whole in utter darkness dips; 
Which gradual lightens ; hut new scene 
Dawns out where those mild rites have been. 
A like stupendous temple cave. 
And like upstreaming priest-conclave; 
Yet different — on every brow 
The saffron Tiluk painted now, 
That devil's mark. They near a form, 
To chill the heart's hlood coursing warm-n- 
Idol with hate-distorted mien, 
Eyes each a ruby burning keen. 
Of many arms — a sword one grasps, 
A scared child's thigh the other clasps, 
Whose head hangs down — in act to slay. 
On that shape's forehead they pourtray 
The same cursed mark, and smear with oil 
And deck with purple — round him coil 
Bracelets and necklaces of gem 
And gold. Behold, in midst of them, 
Those Flamens, human victim bound, 
A man with eyes that seek the ground! 
They lay him on the stone back bent, 
His awful stare all vainly sent 
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Up to yon liuge blackened roof for hope ; 
The dancing girls' lascivious troop 
Without, with cymbal clash and bells 
That tinkle vrith voluptuous swells 
On dancing feet; the leaps, the cry, 
The gestes of frantic priests ; all try 
To quench last spark of human ruth — 
Their vengeful god's command, in sooth. 

Beneath the mountain, nigh the stream, 
A belt of darkness without seam 
Broods over a thick-foliaged grove, 
Yet in the leafage, closely wove, 
Some mystic pallor plays. We scan 
Nature's own fane, the vast banyan, 
Whose myriad arching branches bend 
To earth again, and, rooting, send 
Each a &esh trunk in turn, so made 
An endless solemn pillared shade — 
And lo ! a figure in midst of it. 
That scarce with manhood seems to fit, 
Antl yet is man. His arms in air 
Upstretch and bushy matted hair 
They clutch — flesh shrivelled, sinews shrunk 
Eyes ghastly jellies sightless sunk 
From staring on the blaze of sun. 
Whose noontide through yon rift pours down; 
About his loins doth girding run. 
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In place of his long torn zenna&r, 

A slough snake shuffled off without fear, 

Him deeming vegetable growth, 

So pollard-rigid — Nothing loth, 

The white ants heap their mound of clay 

About hifl limbs; the wild birds play 

Around his head; yea, twine their nest 

About his shoulders and his breast ; 

For knotty plants his neck have wound, 

And bruised, yet rouse not from his swound : 

Nirwana seeks this pious Yogee, 

To engulph his personality. 

IV. 

Another Isle ! 

Girt by a night without a smile — 

A lofty solitary crag, 

Whose seared cone-summit as of shag 

Is platform levelled; lo ! there glows 

A fire-altar upon the snows — 

See Persian priests, with broad-crowned caps, 

With bow in hand, and robe that flaps 

As in a rising wind — overhead 

There tower two giant Phantoms dread — 

One, Hke the god Hyperion, 

A glorious Youth, crowned as with sun, 

Dimmed by some stormful atmosphere 

That from yon other Shape of fear 
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Dilating opposite exhales; 
A Darkness palpable that trails ; 
Then rears up as in form of man; 
And yet that monster's head to scan, 
'Twas more as of a hooded snake ; 
For out of its night-deeps did break 
Two fiery stars, that grew and grew, 
Till like sharp eyes they were to view; 
Twin spheres of keen green-yellow light 
Whose lurid hate waxed furnace-white, 
And seared to look. I saw the ground 
As blasted, where that thing had wound: 
Snow shrouded it, and e'en the bloom 
That bursts through such dead natures tomb. 
As saxifrage and gentian, 
Lay withered on the stone — ^For man — 
His form, half-buried, you may scan 
Frozen pale — the aged with grey hair — 
The gold-locked youth, who clasps his rare 
Loved maiden vainly, vainly, there! 
While round that radiant god's bright feet 
A million flowers are shining sweet. 
And children weaving daisy chain, 
As 'twere a summer ne'er to wane — 
But lo ! forth strides he, sun-becrowned : 
At this, the Shadow seems to bound; 
Shoots blinding lightning from its eyes. 
With thunderous roar, — This fails and dies. 
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The cold sharp dazzle, in warm glow 
Wherewith his eyes of love overflow — 
AdvanciDg then, an ann he winds 
Aronnd that nightmare dire, and binds, 
Which, like a mighty tree-trunk wound 
By flame, groans, reels, last bows to ground : 
Yet is but stunned: the snows down pour 
Through torrent-beds with jubilant roar 
To fertilize the lands; new lives 
Eejoice, though not the old revives — 
Yet look, the Shadow writhes and rocks 
Its conqueror; with convulsive shocks 
Scapes from his thrall; prodigious towers 
With threatening crest, and overpowers 
With its huge toppling shadow-cloak 
The god who seems in turn to choke 
Within that monstrous grasp, and wane; 
As dwindling sun within the bane 
Of some voluminous thunder-cloud, 
When all the huddled cattle are cowed, 
And light is blotted from faint plains; 
Yet still a diamond edge remains 
Mayhap; at least sun doth dispense 
Some shrouded daylight influence-^ 
Alternate fared the Titan strife, 
As Good and Evil fought for life 
Through everlasting — Here I scan 
Types of Ormuzd and Ahriman, 
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Above dim plains of old Iran 
With cities Zoroastrian. 

V. 

Another isle of lower shore — 

The tutelary Shape it bore 

A solemn Phantom mmnmy-woimd 

With sweet face set in calm profound ; 

As through the awful silence they 

Grow upon one from far away 

Out of the twilight, if he stand 

In Egypt's old-world temple sand — 

Colossal-featured, placid, arms 

Crossed on the breast, free from alarms 

Of mortals ; judgment-symbols clasp 

Osiris' hands in mystic grasp. 

A clear soft night— each gentle star 

TJntwinkling mimics ours afar, 

By twinkling in the fleeting stream — 

Holes of grey Hght, long thin grey beam — 

A youngest crescent moon enwreathes 

And tenderest luminous ether breathes 

O'er the mimosas; waters maze 

Round isles with creeks and coves, and quays 

Of the great Temple rising pale ; 

O'er boats with wide and broidered sail, 

Whence the sweet hymnals faintly fail. 

Soft flash the long and rhythmic oars, 

And light from festal barges pours, 
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Magnificently decked, whose bow 

Osiris* wakeful eye doth show 

Large-limned; but on yon isle the palm 

Cuts shadowy the air of balm ; 

As doth yon fair hypoethral fane 

Whose lotos-columns light sustain 

High abacus and cornice cuxTed. 

Through this, and Sphinx-line all answer^'ed, 

Moved grand procession, which an ark 

And other sacred emblems mark. 

Slim priests in fine waved linen clad — 

To which a leopard-skin doth add 

The Chief-priest — incense bore toward 

Twin granite obelisks that soared 

Before each Propyloeum tower, 

Which vast intaglio figures dower — 

The King who slays his enemies, 

And mystic Isis-Triad — ^the dyes 

Most bright on ceiling, capital, 

Toward the inner shrine — where all. 

With solemn chants that rise and fall, 

On "Him who sleeps in Philoe" call. 

VI. 

In the abyss another isle; 
But here there dawns like morning's smile 
Above; some mountain vast of cloud 
Grows from the sable-girding shroud 
About its base — with crests haze-grey, 
G 2 
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As basin for a sea, to lay 

Grand belt — ^like Alps seen far away — 

Herein rock-coast with green o'ergrown, 

Lentisk and myrtle overstrown 

With blossom, vegetable foam, 

Clematis, Judas with pink bloom, 

And on the height a graceful feme. 

Such as in ruins still retain 

Their yet unrivalled Hellenic grace, 

Peripteral — See yonder pace 

On the smooth-rippled white sea-sand 

Pair scions of that Paphian land, 

In chlamys, buskin, beauteous, light, 

Shivering rosed ankle-deep shells valved slight: 

Fresh breathes the breeze; foam-stars are blown 

All tremulous from wavelets thrown 

In sparry ficoth upon the shore, 

Each toppling white crest glassed before 

The fail in each blue crystal breast; 

Airs azure deep, with scarce a mist 

To dim them : look, in a foam-wreath 

Yon wave upswinging loses breath, 

Wind-caught; lol high in air it springs — 

Fine as those rayed jets in the wings 

Of Paradise-birds, that foam aloft — 

But as more breaks, suds fly up soft, 

To round that spray toward Woman's shape : 

From rosy foot to gleamwhite nape. 
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In throat and bosom-swell and slim 
Shoulder and waist, rare-moulded limb, 
The foambom Queen of Beauty shines ; 
In large love-eyes, in sweetest lines 
Of delicate features, gold mist of hair 
All dripping: like a bubble rare 
As one wave falls, she buoyant skims, 
The wave that follows crisping climbs : 
An Iris spray — ^inwrought by sun 
"Weaves she to Cestus of her own — 
The pearly conch, her chariot, borne 
Of Tritons, Kereids, — ^worship-drawn 
Those Greeks upon the strand at length 
Through Aphrodite's Beauty-strength! 

VII. 

Some Figure throned next o'er the abyss 
Out of the dusk vast looming is — 
It gleams as gold, and seems to wear 
The Tyrian purple heavy and rare ; 
Sceptre eagle-crowned one massive hand 
Doth grasp; the other doth command 
A thunderbolt; a crown of oak 
His brows doth gold-encircle — ^his look 
Imperial, grand — ^the lofty calm 
Of Him who with resistless arm 
Hurled down and chained the Titans — Face 
Of that Supreme to whom they trace 
All order, law ; of gods and men 
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Tlie Sire omnipotent — such mien 

As Homer taught him to produce 

Who moulded the Olympian Zeus. 

The Figure looms above a height, 

A noble peripteral temple's site — 

Arch, well-built wall, broad tower, and dome, 

Proclaim the seven-hilled city, Eome. 

Ascending £x>m the city, lo ! 

A white-robed long procession go — 

The curule sella borne in fix)nt — 

A sleek white ox, as is the wont, 

Driven for offering: Consuls mount. 

On taking office, to extol 

Supreme Jove on the CapitoL 

VIIL 

Another isle — with cadenced moan 

The dusk heave as of a sea-zone 

Plashed faint round that pale crag alone. 

Crowned with eternal ice and snow — 

Through yon black chasm doth roaring go 

A torrent — ^frantic doth it flit 

And bound, because, e'er watching it. 

Tall ghoet-pines stand with snowladen boughs : 

In storms that wail around blank snows 

Of that stem crag, grey phantoms wander, 

Souls shivering of dead men ; while yonder 

Spirits of evil, shaped uncouth. 

On lichened rocks mid the night-growth 
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Of j^iant forest-pines are sitting — 

Or tumbling boulders — ^monstrous— flitting • 

Over shale slopes with nils black-streaked^ 

Patched with snow granulate whence they leaked, 

Down to shore-fragments of the wrecked. 

On the snowtop God-figure vast 

Dilates. — ^This in my dream the last 

That stood out boldly from the past 

As representative, though crowd 

Of Phantoms through the dusky shroud 

Behind seemed huddled — This Form dilates, 

A giant menacing, who beats 

As 'twere the space with some huge sword, 

Strong-limbed, of muscle bulged and hard ; 

A warlike form with face of man, 

The stem, fierce, strong-willed Scythian, 

Odin the northern god — strange built 

Beneath, a huge mass, bronze and gilt 

And iron bristling weapons piled, 

Halberd, shield, axe, in Norse wars wild 

Stem weapons used — ^heaped to a hall 

Stupendous, which they name Valhall — 

Heaven of their gods and heroes whom 

The storm of battle rolls in Doom — 

These iron-willed stand to their last breath. 

And yield to none, save only Death. 

The weapon's points and edges gleam 

With ice, and their pent roof doth seem 
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As bursting with strong light within; 

Through chinks and crannies wreathing thin 

Smoke finds a vent; here snowy patch 

And there; but from this bristling thatch 

Big icicles depend — a light 

Streams from tall porch athwart the night — 

See the strange multitude within 

Of giants feasting; list the din, 

At rough-hewn table which doth glow 

With holly and with mistletoe! 

One giant on the hearthstone heaves 

Half a straight ash with scarce stripped leaves 

That shrivel; beneath, smashed fragment charred 

Sputters a myriad sparks; roofward 

The flame leaps, while the sappy wood 

Bubbles and hisses, and the doud 

Of sinuous smoke feels round each chink, 

Through mighty porches last to slink — 

Euddied great faces by the glare, 

As by the draught-blown yellow flare 

Of torches — Snow lies drifted round, 

The keening bleak north-wind doth hound — 

Huge boar, " Serimner," see them munch ; 

And to wash down each mouthful hunch, 

From skulls of mortal foes they swill 

Prothed tawny beer and hydromeL 

Great Odin to his place doth stalk 

Apart — list cktter, roar of talk 
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Save when one sweais that nought shall haulk 
Him of his song, uproarious, fierce, 
Kevengefuly wild: their plaudits pierce. 
When it has ceased, smoke's lurid curl; 
To shadowy roof high-pitched they hurl, 
And ring 'gainst yon pent metal rafters 
That quiver to echo those horse-laughters. 
These die away. — ^A pause — ^low sweet 
Soft voices sound! and with light feet 
Maidens of youth-immortal bloom 
Serve rarer viands, and inspume 
The beer and mead with dainty hand — 
*Tis the Valkyries' lovely band! 
Odin sits quafi&ng rarest wine, 
Feeds the fierce wolf who doth recline 
Tame at his feet; two ravens hoarse 
Croak in his ears mystic discourse. 

IX. 

But now methinks the central core 
Of night seems breaking more and more : 
Through that tremendous circle abyss 
Some light like dawn expanding is, 
But deepest toward the centre; and lo! 
Those phantoms pale in the day-glow 
Bound the vast dusk circumference. 
And e'er the light grows more intense, 
With a strange awe note I those forms 
Toward where the welling dawnlight warms 
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Calm pointing, each with shadowy finger, 

Through vaporous gloom where yet they linger, - 

They point to yon new-rising Christ, 

Where He stands melting all the mist! 

Behold first grand Sahaoth pale, 

As their type-lustre they would veil 

Before the true Sun, Moon, and Star; 

And all faint shades that crowded are 

Behind, as Baal, Egyptian Ea. 

Nirwana, black Void, lightens far 

Down deeps of Infinite, a mine 

Of utter light: in Love Divine 

Self molten bursts its narrow thrall, 

Expands to fellowship with all. 

The true Divinity Threefold, 

In this Incarnate manifest. 

By yon pale Triad stands confessed — 

The Will Eternal, Absolute, 

Of all the Eather and the Eoot, 

In the Pleroma of the Son 

Eevealed, whose lineaments are shown 

By Christ, the strong-willed even to Death, 

For calm wise Love of all that breathe; 

Who folly doth abroad dispense 

His Holy Spirit's influence, 

To draw again the sons of time, 

All feebly lapsing, into Him — 

Brahm, Veeshnu, Siva, with the rest, 
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All Triads by each lace confessed, 

Are dwindling pale, the while they stretch 

The arm toward Him'— 

See yon wretch — 
The Monster of Darkness, writhing, pinned 
For ever; Hiou^ the light he thinned 
Of Him who points, yon sun-crowned Youth, 
Mithras the mighty — ^Dawns that Truth 
Foreseen by Persian sage — foreseen 
In all the races that have been — 
Look round the horizon ; and behold ! 
Osiris mild drops from his hold, 
In pointing. Judgment-symbols twain, 
The crook and flail — ^all pointy that train 
Tall mighty phantoms, dimly viewed. 
Of the Incarnate — ^Krishna, Buddh, 
Balder, Aon, Chaldean god — ! 
Then turn thee to the Cyprian Queen, 
Who, feet-kissed by the playful sheen 
Of foam, to spray upon the wave 
Melts evanescent, as the swave 
Fair Iris belt she twines — constrained 
To own in yon marred Face contained 
Beauty far nobler than her own. 
Bom of self-sacrifice alone — 
A Beauty close on that Supreme 
Great Plato led his Greeks to dream ; 
Ascending — each step more sublime — 
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The awfiil peak at lengih to climb, 

That Sun illumines, not of Time ! 

Behold Jove, as the sages taught 

Should be at last — ^The purple wrought 

Slips from him, and the sceptre falls 

From outstretched hand : Christ stands and calls 

All nations to a living Bond, 

Than all the Pandects may be conned 

More spirit-potent! 

Odin pales, 

Drops his huge sword and trembling fails 

In swathing mist from sight — ^The doom 

Old Scalds saw through far Future loom, 

That "Twilight of the Gods," is come : 

Balder the good, the beautifal. 

Erst slain of 111, hath risen to rule 

A happier renovated world : 

Odin the hero strong hath furled 

His blood-red flag — ^To Love belong. 

He owns, the triumphs of the Strong. 

All these I knew for Spectra thrown 
Upon Time's vapours that enzone 
The vast horizon. Human Life, 
From One through these who waged His strife 
Eternal with the Night, ere yet 
In fullest glory He was set 
Amid the ages. Now the tide 
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Of splendour niild doth tender glide 
Bound late dark isles new-bathed in mom 
That seem to float in pearly dawn. 
The mists fly shredding, even as wool 
Which thins and teais as one may pull. 
Smitten by the Day-spring and dispelled: 
He bursts those clouds at last, compelled 
To cower at His feet around 
His chosen Incarnation-ground; 
God-ohosen, since Jew kept puresfc still 
The Faith in Him— One Righteous Will- 
Opaque white plane of billowy cloud 
Spread forth to dim infinitude — 
O'er it the Christ! — Behold Him, pale 
With strife that could not make Him quail, 
Cahn and triumphant, yet deep-worn 
With a world's sorrow He hath borne — 
The thorn-crown wounds yet on His brow; 
Hands, feet, the cross-nails mark yet now — ! 
He stands upon that olived hill, 
Where oft in evenings cool and stUl 
He wandered, after thankless toil 
Amid the town's long day turmoil, 
And whence. His awful labours o'er, 
The chosen viewed Him heavenward soar : 
Through the ravine tiee-shadowed hies 
Stream Kedron; opposite arise 
Grand city towers upon the height, 
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The Holy Temple gleaming bright 

In midst of noble spacious court, 

Whose glorious gates are sculpture-fraught, 

Whose old piled platform stately bridge 

Unites to Olivet's own ridge — 

The mystic Cross soars up aloft — 

All with His presence glowing soft. 

X. 

But clouds have gathered folds immense, 

Mountains of lurid purple dense 

Pi*one upon all those idol fanes — 

Like some vast monster; lo, it leans 

Slow bellying; all the scene beneath 

lies, like one with half-stifled breath, 

Dim-conscious of some Horror close, 

And livid with ashy shifting hues ; 

Till, dazzling swift, as from a cloak 

Where 'twas wrapt hidden, knife-lightning broke 

And gashed the gloom, and glared upon 

Huge idols of contorted stone — 

Monster and giant staring out 

With horror blanched — and every gout 

Of clotted human blood : then all 

Dread secrets of each pillared hall 

Lay bared ; for Mght collapsed abashed, 

As God's own eye wide-opening flashed ! 

Tremendous crashed the thunder-clap, 

Mailed warrior leaping down the gap 
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Of blood his blinding sword hath cloven 

Through foes back falling, fear enwoven — 

From isle to isle tremendous sound 

Is flung, reflung, as 'twere the cuff, 

The buffet, of huge iron glove 

In strife of giants mailed — the gods 

In presence of their Lord at odds — 

Now list the stormy Triumph-roll 

Of His great banner over all ! 

Mid such long peals reverberate. 

Some earthquake-shock hath wrought its fate 

On every idol — See it shake 

And topple and crash — like Dagon break 

On every temple floor; so Day 

Through yawning rifts may make its way ! 

The lamps in that keen lightning pale 

And shivered fall; worm-like doth trail 

Along the ground their gleamy oi], 

The cloth of gold and purple to spoil 

Of altar and idol, crunched beneath 

Their shattered fragments, many a wreath 

Of sacred flowers : while collars gold, 

And jewel, clashed, and spun, and rolled. 

Yon bound man springs up free, and flies — 

Proud priest, knife raised to sacrifice, 

Stands blinded — ^flings his hands up — smites 

Twin palms on his aye-quenched lights — 

Then grovels, feeling through the nights. 
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They erred through lack of Love and Euth, 

Faint-seemg, marring, inmost Truth, 

That each himself must sacrifice 

In Love — ^'Tis thus the Type-Man dies 

And well of Love for all supplies. 

Lo ! from those rifts, — with awful wail, 

Cry such as might those rowers assail 

When all the oracles did fail. 

With *' Pan is dead " — like hirds of night, 

Eush through the thunder into light 

That strikes them hlind, with dire pen-clangour, 

Devils dethroned, on fire with anger; 

But whirled, like dead leaves, in God's breath 

Through shoreless space, vain craving death : 

Thwart yon cloud-sea before His eye 

They like unto cast shadows fly, 

As might have fled the shivering ghosts 

O'er that lone sea which whelmed those hosts, 

Eelentless piessing Israel 

The multitudes have fled aghast. 
Pell-mell from forth those temples passed ; 
And seem on borders of each isle, 
Stooping toward the deep Dawn-smile, 
To kneel prone, stretching suppliant hands, 
Eyes fixed on where the Saviour stands. 
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Part II.— Book III. 

PROGRESS. 

I. 
Slow this grand vision waned from sight: 
Then musing, dimmed was my delight 
Again, in pondering of life, 
And of this world and all its strife. 
Of love I mused — how all in vain 
Men love and friendship strive retain — 
When they have made most sure of it, 
By time, by trial, tested it — 
One morning — lo, the frost hath bit! 
'Tis absence with erasing wave ; 
Scandal, with proofs all man can crave; 
Or poison too subtle to perceive : 
Maybe, fastidious love revolts 
From new-discovered weakness fjEiults; 
And where with tears he kissed the grave 
Of her departed, hark ! the rave 
H 2 
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Of wedding bells that peal anew ; 

She would not say he was untrue 

Even could she hear beneath the yew ! 

We differ in opinion. 

In taste; these shake our union. 

Maybe, disease hath sapped the nerves, 

And so the daily temper swerves; 

Or business or excitements leave 

Scarce leisure for sweet Love to live. 

A woman fails us — she hath lit 

Most like on some new favourite — 

With us long knowledge knits the thrall; 

With her it makes the feeling pall; 

She knows us all too well; she wants 

Excitement fresh — nor vainly pants — 

Yet calculates amid the joy 

Of finding some fresh human toy, 

If more convenience it will hold 

To take the new, to scout the old. 

This is the age of Reason; man, 

Even youth, is cosmopolitan; 

Deems self-abandonment in love 

Can but an old-world weakness prove; 

A critic ever, calm and cold; 

Very like God, so self-controlled — 

Yet scarce the true God of Creation; 

But him of passive contemplation — 

The world's love is a compact made 



mm 
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Tacit that for such goods be paid 

Such others — ^At the altar smile 

The twain not, knowing well the while 

Good priest bids 'ware Heaven-bond's infraction, 

'Tis a commercial, neat transaction ! 

And for our State's relations proud 

With alien races, held and bowed 

By flimsy pretext *neath our yoke, 

Unjust the quarrel — ^we invoke, 

Unsympathizing, all in vain 

Their trust, goodwill: far they remain. 

II. 
And yet abroad the people groan 
'Neath despot's heel low lying prone. 
A story lately froze our blood — 
Where litter yet foul Austrian brood, 
In the palace marred of Italy, 
(For rats and vermin creep and die. 
And Austrian soldiers make their stye 
In Venice's deserted halls, 
Whose marble echoes few footfells 
Of her own nobles more — the sea 
Eeflects their ruin gloomily — ) 
There sowed they one more hellish crime, 
To bear a huge blood-fruit in time ! 
Some counts — such counts are plentiful — 
Since all is just for those who rule, 
Make compact with a native youth ; 
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(Sach is counts' honour, Austrian trath, 

And he poor native driver in sooth) 

And break it — nor permission ask — 

But will his loved horse overtask. 

The youth resists — an Austrian blow — 

His blood is up; he strikes the foe — 

The foe of Fatherland and Home — 

Would strike him with hell-fire for doom, 

If but to sip delirious joy 

From such stroke, proud Italian boy ! 

Ko — ^little recks he what may come — 

Brave youth, it is an Austrian doom! 

This mean Italian boy hath struck 

An Austrian count! ''This blade shall suck 

His vile heart's blood at least!" so gnashed 

The tyrant^ soon as he had quashed 

The marvel blank, the sudden fear, 

To see the oppressed thus towering here 

In righteous wrath — ^Yes, all had quailed. 

Though boy unarmed men armed assailed ! 

They fall upon him with their swords, 

And hack the arm wherewith he wards ; 

Each livid eye death-doom records. 

He groans, he falls — ^they drag him then 

Into some public room — known den 

Of Austrian officers. There sit 

Counts, marquises, to witness it, 

And smoke, and gamble, and drink, and view 
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Those cowaxd murderers imbrue 

Hands in that boy's blood more and more : 

Thrust through and through upon the floor, 

Late fall of spirit, health, and grace, 

He lies there dead upon his face. 

They tread his blood about the place, 

As from their blades they strive erase 

The stains of life — ^Poor mother! poor maid! 

Hide yel^ Heaven, where he is laid! 



No vengeance-bolt to punish it! 

Long train but fizzes when 'tis lit; 

So stolid Austrian phlegm will sil^ 

Till the last explosion shatters it! 

Go you of ice-imprisoned hearts, 

And you through whose the flre-tongue darts! 

Yet dream not but the seed you sow 

Shall deadlier than the upas grow— 

I see it shadowing your race, 

And darkening heaven's very fstce 

With monstrous gathering foHage-cloud, 

Whose falling blight seemB a dim crowd 

Of blood-stained warriors, stem and proud. 

Each a deep-wronged, avenging man, 

Hungarian, Italian! 

m. 
In vision homeward once more I turned: 
Well there might sanguine hope be spumed t 
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But through my dream-scenes Heaven supplied 

Again, methought, that seer-guide — 

That pure child-spirit erst by my side. 

Her arm embraced me, and my head. 

On a flower-soft breast sweet pillowed, 

Kestled close there, with eyelid shut 

To all the outer world might put 

Betwixt us; from those gentle swells 

Breathes a life-ether of potent spells 

To bind my troubled thought to hers 

Intense, no earthly humour blurs ; 

My will till scarce it shifts or stirs. 

To think with her is but to be; 

With us the last lags lazily 

Afar, or Thought expends the force, 

Which otherwise were Action's source; 

Her firame obeys the touch of Thought, 

All but as swift: so was I taught. 

See, 'tis a night of bitter cold! 
And scarce a rag that wife may fold 
Around her — ^yet more warmly dressed 
The pallid babe upon her breast, 
Who sucks but scanty life from thence; 
To make him clothes she must dispense 
With covering needed for herself; 
While a few streets off, the great, with pelf 
That paUs, yawn round the blaze so bright. 
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No fire this freezing, nipping night 

Is here — but by a guttering light 

Yon faint, sick woman sits and sews, 

And the wailing wind blows up the snows 

Against the rattling casement, where 

The glass is broken in many a square, 

Eags, paper, scantily repair — 

A broken stool and table, a bed 

With patched, worn, scanty coverlid — 

The babe is asleep, thank Heaven ! beneath ; 

But another child, with steaming breath 

Warms little frost-bit hands, and creeps 

Close into her, and shivering, weeps. 

But hark ! a heavy step below — 

Why does the woman tremble sol 

That step mounts up the groaning stairs 

Unsteadily — the candle flares 

Down dismal, as she, rising, holds 

It over flights with dry-rot moulds. 

And cobwebs, up their tortuous black : 

He mounts at last; she cowers back; 

Then with a thin hand on his sleeve, 

With pale worn face, sunken eyes that grieve, 

She looks him in the face — a face 

Whose human drink doth near erase; 

Bleared, blistered — ^A foul oath he growls. 

Mutters, "No fire," and on her scowls; 

Then shakes her off in his drunken fit; 
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Her, who fop him doth shivering sit 
These cruel nights, the while he wastes 
Her life-blood on his swinish tastes; 
Last, strikes her with a brutal blow — 
She staggering fiills, with moaning low, 
Against the bed — then lies stone-still; 
But the child shrinks toward the window-sill, 
Where snow-laden wind keens sudden shrilL 

I groaned: "Is this the world's advanced" 
" My radiant guide, her countenance 
" Grown angel-sad, " But pierce the trance," 
Eeplied; and as she spake, methought 
That senseless woman white grew fraught 
With a strange glory, as there stooped 
My child-guide o'er her lying drooped: 
Her eyes seemed lost in deeps of those 
Which on the Cross for all did close, 
Whence on her wounded spirit balm 
Distilled from their Divine grand calm : 
She, scorned on earth, is bride of Christ, 
Because herself she sacrificed — 
" Yet they will starve," methought ; but she. 
My guide, said, "Doubt not; wait and see." 

Then seemed it dreary day was come 
Into that miserable room. 

tosses in pain, and coughs ; yet ne'er 
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Would she reveal why she is there, 

And how she suffers. But see yon maid, 

Some noble lady, round her head 

The pillow smoothes — piled fire^s £ro8t-blaze. 

Her bounty, glad the maid surveys; 

While in her little basket food 

She brings, and breathes words kindly, good : 

That sufferer, mute with gratitude, 

But kisses, bathes her hand with tears. 

" The little ones shall be fed — ^no fears — 

" And shall be sent to school " — ^To her 

The lady, soon as she can stir, 

Promises work, that she may earn, 

Nor shame on cheek of Virtue bum. 

Last, kneeling by the humble bed, 

A prayer that noble maiden led 

To Jesus for His blessing — them 

The high and lowly calling Him 

Together, tearful, meek, and pure. 

He loving blesses evermore. 

Whispers my guide : " See class with class 

United, strengthening so the mass; 

For she is not alone this day; 

Even men who once threw life away 

On pleasure, or selfish schemes, take part 

In such good work with all their heart" 
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IV. 

"Night breaks abroad," again she breathed, 

My guide. Then with her arms she wreathed 

Me close; we clove the murky air, 

Till we inhaled a breeze more clear 

And balmy; bluer grew the sky, 

And bluer the sea, with richer dye 

Upon the hills : 'twas Italy ! 

We floated o'er the loveliest bay 

In all the world; beneath us lay 

Bright Naples; there along the coast, 

BaisB time-wrecked, whose ancient boast, 

LucuUus' palace, now doth shine 

'Neath Mediterranean crystalline: 

There, on its orange-groved sea-crests, 

Tasso's sweet home, Sorrento, rests; 

There film-blue, rising from the wave, 

Peaked Ischia; Capri, with its cave 

Of living lucent turquoise pave ; 

O'er all Vesuvius upreared 

With hazed deceit-cahn summit seared. 

Not where Joanna's palace home. 

Deserted, sad, is fringed with foam 

Of twinkling lapping wavelets — ^not 

Where till to-day were wont to rot 

Chained votaries of Liberty 

In dank black dungeons 'neath the 

Stem Castel Uovo jutting out 
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r the wave with human groans to flout 

Nature's deep peace through crawling years — 

Where now — 'tis true ! — drop no more tears, 

But wrenched off manacles may rust 

In the tenantless dim prison dust — 

Not there, — nor to St. Elmo's fort, 

Void now of cut-throats tyrant-bought, 

Wont with its hard grey rock-throned frown, 

More than domed churches overgrown 

With tawdriness, or priestly gown, 

To cow that slave-hilarious town — 

Not thitherward our journey tends — 

But where vast hospital extends. 

Long room with windows frequent, large. 

With rudest beds along the marge, 

On either side, whereon there lie 

A multitude — some near to die — 

Of wounded soldiers : restlessly 

They toss poor fevered head and arm, 

Or ghastly bandaged cower — ^What charm 

Compels them that the languid eye, 

Near glazing, lights up suddenly. 

Poor writhing bodies cease to moan, 

But turn to look at shadow thrown 

Athwart their pillows? 'Tis the man 

Most loved of hearts Italian ! 

He speaks a kindly word to each — 

How deep one word from him can reach ! 
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Kind eye that barns with martyr-fiie. 

Deep sunk, of quenchless patriot ire, 

High brow, straight features, in whose firm lines 

The unswerving selfless soldier shines — 

How have they watched them in the fight, 

Full sure that all they point is right! 

That bearded weather-beaten fece 

And stalwart figure they embrace 

With all their hearts, loved even unto 

The red shirt, gleaming beacon true 

In yan of battle — ^But he stays 

Long by yon bedside — ^Let us gaze — 

A youth lies there; drawn features mark 

He soon will sleep where nought may cark : 

He rests propped high; those features fair. 

And figure, and delicate hands, declare 

He may be nobly bom: the youth 

A noble Venetian is, in sooth, 

Who joined the common patriot cause, 

And whom bad bullet- wound now draws 

Quick to the goal of his young life. 

Yet his eye, too, beams sudden rife 

With moment ardour as he leans, 

Bude captain, o'er that boy in teens. 

And takes his hand and whispers low — 

Whose tear on that slight hand may flow? 

To mother and sister — another maid 

Most dear, mayhap — ^his heart has strayed : 
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And yet why grudge to die like this? 

Methinks it would be truest bliss 

l^e'er to know failure of long life, 

But die young in a righteous strife! 

So deems the boy, perchance; for now 

Bends Garibaldi, whispers low — 

"Tell me, dear boy, that I may do 

"Your heart's last wish on earth for you." 

He tries to struggle up more near, 

Kor wandering gasps, though death be here — 

"Eemember Venice!" such his last — 

Then with a deep-drawn sigh he passed. 

But Garibaldi on his breast 

Yet tender warm his hand light pressed, 

And swore to free her, or to die! 

The boy had seen it in his eye. 

I heard her silvery speaking then: 

"'Mid double time-serving shuflfling men 

Of serpent intellect, here ken 

One single honest fedthful heart, 

That will not with its purpose part — 

But will wrest life for multitudes. 

O'er whom the fell Destroyer broods 

To suck their souls' and bodies' breath. 

Despite those cruel serried teeth — 

Even if his glorious heart must break, 

To prey for taloned vulture's beak ! 

This grand unselfish man is sight 
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To thrill US angels with delight. 
Let mean self-conscious cynicism 
Look from its grovelling abysm 
Up to this one man towering, 
Forbearing once the filth to fling ! 
Since surely for such spectacle 
Heaven will hold you responsible 
If you should scorn it; but I think 
That unawares it needs must sink, 
And leaven all public, social life, 
In nerving them to nobler strife. 
Embers of hero-spirit fan, 
And quicken each idler into man!" 

V. 

Now shifts the scene. Lo, fold on fold, 

Some monstrous smoke toward Heaven rolled; 

With livid fires 'twas moment gashed, 

And thunder on thunder boomed and crashed. 

At intervals I, peering, saw 

Men with crossed bayonets locked in war, 

Whence shuddering Mercy fled afar: 

Wild-beast-distorted, grappled, thrust. 

They red to elbows; bit the dust 

In agony the strong the brave. 

Whom trampling brothers ripped and clav&— 

The Babel of shouting yell and groan ! 

See yonder thunder-tramping down 

A stemless rush of horse shoot by. 
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Drawn sabres flashing as they fly. 

But lo! the foremost rider flings 

His arms up^ reels, and Mis, which wings 

His horse to stem still foeman's rank, 

With his lord's blood steaming on his flank. 

. . . The faint wan moon mists hunying scarce 

By fits for breathing can disperse, 

Then blanches o'er dusk battle-plain. 

Strewn with the wrecks of war's stem train, 

Huddled with shapes of mangled slain. 

And stiffening ones who thirst in vain, 

But moan to curdle hearts of. brass ; 

And clotted is the trampled grass 

By those who, stretched there, as they pass. 

Clutch finger-marks of agony. 

Till dear death clouds each anguished eye. 

Mom breaks: o'er long steel-blue lagune 
Its wavering blent image thrown. 
Dream-city with palace, bell-tower, and domes 
In the early haze dilating looms, 
Afar the eternal Alp-snow glooms 
Deep mddying as morning comes. 
We near that city of the sea. 
With long sea-streets seamed silverly — 
These carven diverse-hued buildings edge, 
Bare marble and stucco—chaste arch-bridge 
To span them — flights of marble steps, 
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Where many a gondola light filip« — 

Yon gleams the towered lion of gold ! 

Dome, pinnacle of richest mould. 

Glisten through haze on grand St. Mark ! 

Now to the jubilant murmur hark, 

Upsuiging from yon crowded square: 

Drop near to mark the concourse there ! 

Caryen pillars wreathed .with garlands lure — 

Old windows, hay and laurel frame, 

With myriad human fiEtces beam, 

And with brave blazoned banners stream. 

A joyous multitude surge gay, 

As 'twere the truest gala-day 

That e'er old Venice saw. What joy 

Lights up the old man like the boy? 

lights up the maid and mother, who lifts 

Her babe high crowing, as she drifts 

On with that choral human .ocean, . 

Strong swayed as by one deep emotion? 

For garbs are donned of richest hues. 

And tasteful as Italians choose, 

And women have laughing bespangled them 

With heirloom-adomings, gold and gem, 

And in their heavy night-droop of hair 

Star-braided bud and flower most fair; 

And each one waves a living bough; 

The sick have inhaled new life from now, 

Can laugh with the strong who are helping them on 
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Like brothers ; for each would come forth in the sun 
To thank God with the rest for Venice won! 
And I thought, looking keen, of the lustrous sheen, 
Where peach, orange, plum, fleck the Eastern green, 
Of sun-filled foliage swaying, swelled 
By countless different growths, impelled 
To hinder none, but linked enhance 
Sweet vieing the whole luxuriance — 
The murmur of airs through fondling leaves, 
Light and shade in soft chequer their dallying weaves, 
And the foam-fruit lying so airily 
On the swells of that enchanted sea; 
And all drawing life from the clear still stream 
That glides through the midst of them like a dream — 
I thought of this when I saw the glee 
And the glory of a people set free. 
With their one heart thrilled by Liberty ! 
For in the midst they've cloven a lane, 
Whence of their own will they refrain, 
For warworn soldiers marching there 
With wearied yet triumphant air, 
Footsore and jaded. — See the dust 
Boots, coat, and havresack, encrust — 
And deep red stains — ^but, look, the flag 
Bums crimson proud, though torn to rag I 
Eound this the fiercest battle surged — 
Imperial fallen banners are merged 
This mighty human triumph to hail — 
I 2 
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Theie's xnaiiy a bandaged fiioe all pale; 

But loBB than when fiu^ blight^ and hale, 

They left them will the women loref 

Ah ! look, as those grand fellows move. 

How mother, sister, wife, or maid. 

Cannot for yearning lore be stayed. 

But burst the throng, and dasp them tight — 

More dose than e'er the maiming fighl^ 

For them, for home — ^their soul's delight ! 

So landing march the motley crew 

To jubilant martial strains that grow ; 

And last great Sun the haze bursts through 

To bless them with his richest beams. 

Till on his andent pillar seems 

St Mark's grim wingdd lion of bronze 

To solemn smile upon his sons! — 

The pageant of decked-out gondola, 

Whose rowers blithe bright waters star 

With measured plash that floats from far, 

Whose mantling festal splendour lies 

In the sea a flush of gorgeous dyes ; 

The rich triumph-songs of gondoHer, 

More soul-felt, fiiller, and heartier, 

Than his light caroUings were of old; 

All this of new-bom gloiy told. 

More true, perchance, than when of yore 

Venice sent ships to every shore, 
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A queen of nations, and solemnly 
Her Doge was wont to wed the sea! 

See now the soldier-leader's form, 
Those noble fim features melting warm. 
With glistening eye — ^his ample cloak 
Thrown back, through which the deep red broke ! 
Look how the men and women crowd. 
With tearful feuse in blessing bowed 
On his tanned hand, and to him raise 
The children up until he lays 

That hand on them, as parent prays! 

• « « « • 

But I thought that ever in the throng 
I noted some mysterious one, 
Pale, draped in long black folding cloak — 
Calm triumph in those features spoke, 
As of unearthly peace serene 
After life's struggle long and keen— 
And shadowy seemed that form to pass, 
Unseen, unheard, amid the mass 
Of living women, children, men — 
A strange wild question thrilled me then — 
Shade of Manini, is it thou 
Haunting loved Venice even till nowl 
See, Oaribaldi keeps his vow! 

**Yea," breathed my guide, "lo, Venice free! 
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"Florence, Milan, all Italy; 

"While her great Capital, old Eome, 

"Seven-hilled, eternal, bursts the tomb, 

"Of Italy the queen, the pride, 

"Eaised &om her long sleep, pixrifled! 

" The wheeling eagle of Austria prone, 

"Koble Hungary shall win her own; 

"Through all the world proud flags be waved 

"Of strong young races newly saved, 

"Over effete ones that enslaved! 

"For races even that had their day, 

"And fell to long swoon, yet may play 

"A nobler part, refreshed anew 

"With other blood and spirit too, 

"Even of their conquerors, and taught 

"By suffering wisdom dearly bought 

"The tyrant ever turns to vow 

"The slave unfit for freedom now, — 

"Hoodwinked, the world may acquiesce — 

"What robber torturing did press 

"God's sons to idiot impotence, 

"So barred from their inheritance? 

"The tyrant's self — ^if it be so — 

"But shall his favourite thumbscrew, 

"That maddened, straight with health endue? 

"King Pharaoh never will relent^ 

"Even if his gilt Hes be not spent: 
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*' Wrench off the fetters : skve, be free — 
''And so shalt thou learn liberty! 

"Thus Greece has won her ancient right 
''Through patient, stem, heroic fight, 
"Recalling old. Thermopylae 
"For martyr-struggles to be free — 
"In leaguered Mesolonghi, where 
"Byron, of fever and despair, 
"Died — ^but, alas! ere seeing this — 
"Bozzares; Psarian Kanares; 
"Ko other names it needs than these 
"Leonidas, Miltiades, 
"To set beside; and freemen shall 
" In other lands such names recall 1 

" No marvel if scarce yoting race can use 
"Such constitution as broad grows, 
" Slow rooting, in a genial soil : 
"But a benignant rule may toil 
"To nurse a high self-ruling spirit, 
"Whose fruits the children may inherit" 

VI. 

" But the world swings to and fro," I said ; 
"Though children sport iabove the dead, 
"Where is the pledge men shall be led 
"TiU the whole race be perfected 1" 
Then a sad smile her features wore ; 
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Yet with a mortal's doubt she bore — 

" For pledge of this now pieroe with me 

"The Past" Electric travelled we. 

Till in a pure warm air we stayed 

O'er a still water 'neath ns laid. 

'Twas yet the night: scarce twinkling spread 

Maze infinite, dear stars overhead — 

A haunting light through heaven was blent 

With theirs, like some presentiment — 

And o'er the black vast bulk of hill 

Sky-pool air silver seemed to fill : 

As maiden ecstatic in temple gloom 

Foresees the vision that shall come 

Unto her midnight worship; then 

The Ever-Virgin to her ken 

Arises radiant^ manifest : 

So gloamed the hills and waters rest, 

Till straight there peer two pearly specks 

Upon the mountain, growing flecks 

like horns; and then the tender moon 

Floats o'er the earth's ecstatic swoon. 

A long thin line of light is beaming 

Over the water; in it dreaming 

A dark boat swimming motionless; 

Spots on the shifting silver express, 

Net-corks of waiting fisherman — 

Drop near that silent crew to scan! 

Their boat-lamp throws a yellower beam. 
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That wavers with black lustrous stream — 

1^0 strangers to the busy lake — 

But yestreen when yon fisher spake, 

"I go a-fishing," listless fell 

His tones on ears that knew them well; 

And listless heard they; yet they toiled 

Long night through — all their labour foiled — 

They came to earn their humble bread 

By craft whence all the zest had fled — 

Their proper craft on native shore, 

Where steps best loved may be no more! 

Listless they sit and hear the wash 

Of ripple, that sucks with moony flash 

The boat side, moves it with slight rock, 

And causes raised long oars to knock 

Or rub at bigger tilting shock 

Occasional, with gentle sound, 

Making the silence more profound. 

One stalwart bearded figure note 

Leant 'gainst a curved rib of the boat, 

With £a,ce in great rough hands bowed hidden. 

Betwixt whose fingers steals unbidden 

A man's tear — straight brushed off and chidden ! 

Now with a large sad moistened eye 

He looks where shadowy mountains lie, 

I)im, water-shrined, and phantom-high, 

Mysterious, dusk the tender sky: 

For there ffia steps were wont to b« 
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Whom now they monm so dieaiilj. 

Yonder the faint crowd He supplied 

With food divinely multiplied ; 

Then to yon lone uplands withdrew 

For prayer to God the long night through : 

But when the gathering storm had burst 

On sea so ominous cahn at first, 

And hurricane howled through driving mist, 

These men, on seething surge that hissed. 

Keeled drenched with spray wherewith the tide 

Broke o'er the cuffed boat's quivering side: 

'Twas then with blanching cheek they spied 

Some shape like man's that rose and feU 

JVLgestic on the frenzied swell — 

It speaks «Tis I; be not afraid!" 

And Peter, he will not be stayed, 

But leaps into the boiling surge 

Whose topples of froth his head submerge. 

Till Jesus lifts him, crying out 

With "Faithless, wherefore didst thou doubt 1" 

This calm night heavier his heart— 

"O welcome storm and fear and smart 

"If but Thou with Thy children art! 

"Dull leaden-footed time crawls on; 

"Cabn is like death since Thou art gone!'^ 

Again he lives the hallowed hours 

When with His Love's divinest powers 

Bodies and souls innumerous 
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Jesus had healed — ^those hours He spake 

To crowds on margin o£ the lake 

Out of this very boat — ^when they 

His chosen friends were eyery day— 

Until reverts his gloomy thought 

To when that last gaze, anguish-fraught, 

Of wounded love wrung for his fall 

Was turned upon him in the hall, 

Where crowned with thorns he viewed Him, pale, 

Girt with the mockers crying "Hail!" 

And his own boasted love did fail, 

Till that look thawed him, pierced — ^how deep ! 

And forth he went heart-broken to weep— 

"Now Thou art gone, and I denied 

"Thee, my one hope, my Crucified! 

"0 may I yet indeed believe 

"Thou canst forgive me and receive!" 

And a strong man's sob he scarce suppressed 

The anguish of his soul confessed. 

So wore the weary night, and all 

That bright fled time were fain recall — 

Sad-sweet those memories — but now 

There spreads a whiter underglow, 

That dims the moon and stars — how glad 

The change to day, though that be sad! 

The boat is near inshore. — ^Faint gleam 

Those cities in the early beam — 

Tiberias yonder, and Magdala, 



124 VBHSSD THE VEIL. 

CapeTDamn^ BetJuaida, — 
The fishing-Yillage so named is near; 
Bat yet no stir of men k lieie — 
Purple the monntninB grow, and dear 
Their shadows darken in the mere-^ 
Beth-AifoeFs rock and hills that meet 
The teeming plain, Grennesareth, 
And Eastern Bashan's hanen range 
Ash'hoed hj daj, show noble change. 
The boat ib nigh a litde creek 
That fishermen are wont to seek; 
The shingle is of tiniest shells, 
And the steel-bine water scarcely sweUs 
And babbles o*er it; ^ioesy vine 
Inshore throng every brake doth twine ; 
By yonder toiient golden broom 
And oleandei^s blushing bloom 
In tiie deep golly winding back 
Among the hills; and by its track 
Tall sDyery palm — ^Now on the shore 
Stood watching while the twilight wore 
One solitary form to note 
Their movements in the fisher^s boat, — 
Beside him a small charcoal glow, 
That paled as pearly morning grew — 
Fish nigh to broil; in round thin cake 
Some bread laid on the fire to bake- 
But scarce they noted him to greet — 
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Now, "Children, have ye any meat?" 
He asks — ^the fishers answer "No." 
"K on the right side ye shall throw, 
"Then shall ye find" — they do not know 
The stranger; sick with efforts vain — 
And yet some awe does them constrain 
To do it — ^lo! they cannot draw 
The net so cast — ^but fear a flaw 
Therein, the shoal so marvel-full. 
Fish glancing silver as they pull! 
But with that stranger's earliest tone 
One youthful fisherman alone 
Had. thrilled in looking toward the man; 
Through all his beauteous features ran 
Some flush of doubtfiil joy-surprise, 
That deepened through those sad wide eyes; 
As at this moment in the skies 
Grand snow-topped Hermon crimsoned dim 
At the first sudden Vision of Him 
Whom none else saw — the rising Sun- 
Then with a surer light outshone-— 
Thus doubting not^ ecstatic smiled 
John, whom but Faith had reconciled 
To that long waiting through the night; 
(razed now with sweet fulfilled . fruition. 
Transfigured in the Spirit- Vision, 
With soul calm resting on His heart. 
Even as at supper 'twas his part 
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To lie upon that bosom — till 
He turned to Peter: clear and still 
He whispered to him, "'Tis the Lord!" 
Then Peter, starting at the word. 
Looked and beheld, and girt him round 
With fisher^s coat ; and at a bound 
Once more he sprang into the sea. 
And swam with strong impetuous stroke, 
Till round those feet to tears he broke. 
Then from great Hermon like a doke 
. The darkness slid, his snow-crags lefb, 
And shadowy snow-goldening cleft. 
And forest-spur: the huge pile glowed. 
Like Titan stairs to God's abode, 
In the risen Sun confest who stood 
On yonder Eastern range, and brake 
Full on that one Form by the lake 
Grand hcing it : then all men saw 
Christ, the (rod-Man, Death's Conqueror! 
O those mysterious pathos-eyes. 
And face worn with Love's grand emprize. 
Calm and triumphant, yet deep worn 
With a world's sorrow He hath borne ! 
"Behold your pledge!" the angel cried; 
"Sin, Death, with all their legions tried 
"To shake this Man, but vain the shock, 
"Yain as mad seas against the rock! 
"He sacrificed to latest breath 
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" Himself ; so trampled upon Death ; 
"And thus won triumph for the race, 
"And every man who will embrace 
"His Spirit. Fall thou at His feet; 
"Know that thy life-lot He doth mete; 
"To bear and do for Him is sweet!" 
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Part II.-— Book IV. 
THE PUTITRE* 

L 
In a single L'fe epitomized 
A nation's story lies comprised: 
Therein the world's grand history. 
The childish time hath floated by, 
And we, inheritors of all, 
May ne'er that simple age recall: 
The pure unquestioning reverence, 
The instinct of obedience, 
The dreamy superstitious awe, 
Brief bursts of joy without a flaw, 
Brief bursts of grief with slender cause, 
These with their beauty might not pause; 
Yet surely hath their fragrance passed 
Into the heritage amassed 
For us, who own a beauty too. 
Such as doth opening man imbue. 
Smooth looks the Past; the Present rough; 
K 2 
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Our age's fenlt, conceit, enough 
Kepels; its cold analysis 
Dissecting what our fjEtthers kiss, 
With calm complacence or a sneer: 
Yet, though dark seasons may appear 
In a single life, which so may wane 
We deem the loss heyond the gain, 
The whole must pass e'er we define, 
Since every phase is Discipline ; 
Death oft abruptly shuts the door, 
So we may see the growth no more : 
And thus a race decays and dies. 
But with its life the world supplies. 
If, losing Faith in all save pel^ 
Disintegrate through love of self. 
Our noble England must succumb 
To some young race in years to come, 
To them grown men she shall bequeath 
All ages, and her own, in death. 
So gradudly Love shall leaven 
Society on earth with Heaven: 
Men more the Truth shall reverence 
JS'or strive for lip-coincidence; 
But character shall grow to be 
What our great prophets do but see. 
Profoundly Bacon can describe 
The Good and True — ^yet takes a bribe ; 
Poets' talk about the Beautiful 
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Sucks it from life and leaves that dull. 
Men shall not make life misery 
For what themselves own vanity: 
Poor men the rich no more shall grind; 
Not selfish rights, but love, shall bind 
Their dealings and their intercourse; 
Nor shall vain envy choke the source 
Of kindly feeling in the poor; 
Each life-lot hath its blessing store, 
Which, lent, can make another more. 
Each his own nature shall unfold, 
Ko brethren blame its alien mould, 
Nor will usurp its functions free. 
But make it theirs by sympathy. 
Then, as more single and sincere 
Men grow, the need must disappear 
For leaders dowered with serpent-guile 
To overreach the rest with wilet 
The truest and most loving then 
Shall be the trusted kings of men ; 
For Love in growth does more involve 
The growth of Insight and Eesolve. 
While if more eminently one 
Is apt for labour to be done. 
To him the work shall be assigned 
By free consent; and all of Mind 
To counsel Love shall be combined. 
Where laws compelled societies. 
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There mntnal kindness, jadgment wise. 
Shall bind them with a vital chain 
Whose ereiy link will bear the strain. 

n. 
And in this raising of the Sonl 
Mere Nature owns a strong control; 
For nnimpassioned insist dives 
To all her secrets, so contnyes 
A spell to bind her to his wilL 
Though conscious mto may not fulfil 
The grand phenomenon of Birth — 
life must 'engender life on earth, 
And Nature so condition Man — 
Yet modify her act he can 
By searching into latent laws. 
Her healthiest working so to cause: 
While science grows of cures and Health, 
The only real earthly wealtL 
Disease of body is to blame 
For half the sin men heap with shame ; 
For lo, it lies a dull dead weight 
On struggling soul that seeks the height, 
And sicklies over hope most fair, 
And brightest present with despair; 
Makes him who for it doth disdain 
Himself the sport of trifles vain ; 
Obscures his Mth, and lays him cowed, 
Who once to spurn the waves was proud^ 
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liglit bounded o'er them, flung tkem off, 
And took Fate's buffets mth a scoff j 
Casts blight on Love, and shadows even 
That pure young fece as fresh from Heaven, 
Whom he^ lone mid the multitude. 
Whose heart was icy solitude, 
Hath weakly longed and dared to press 
To his own chill breast's dark fiiendlessness, 
Because that child's deep guileless eyes 
Said, "Lo, my virgin love supplies 
" Thy void, weary worn 1 and may 
« Yet baulk the Evil of his prey." 

But with the higher scale of race 
The higher Animal hath place; 
And healthful beauty of the Greek 
Eetums with all the Soul we seek : 
Nor from a health exuberant 
Shall then the Animal supplant, 
As now too oft, the Higher Life, 
But shall be minister and wife — 
As Spirit shall assimilate 
Our frames to her advancing state, 
Man so shall gain all competence 
Most subtle laws to influence. 
The expression of Eternal Will 
In Nature is by Law, and till 
Man rises to such heights, he must 
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Eest subject to the laws of dust; 
But rising to the fountain-head 
Of Law, his power is perfected, 
In Grod, mere Nature to control. 
To work what men call "Miracle" — 
Some organisms exceptional, 
Not always to the good which fall, 
But sprites malicious may invite. 
More dose some few may now unite 
To spirit-world j but then the race 
Shall hold a kindred, nobler place, 
And this more commune with the pure 
Ethereal spirits shall procure; 
So when, thus organized, our kind 
With pure Truth-Love shall have refined 
Their insight— ne'er for self abused, 
By mutual kindness ever used — 
What triumph may we not achieve? 
We break to Freedom — ^lo, we live ! 

There is no slaviah dread of death. 
But men are bold and full of Mth : 
Death breathea— how softened every trait! 
Men only whisper, "passed away" — 
With scarce a wrench, with scarce a pain, 
They do but melt to life again. 
At last to vanish like the Lord 
When He ascended heavenward. 
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IIL 

That fATOUied culmiTiating race 

Shall flourifih, nothing cramped in space : 

No pestilence shall decimate : 

And kindly science mitigate 

The £Ate of lower sentient things, 

If still our weal them evil brings. 

If still the law must reign that they. 

Since nature teems, are mutual prey, 

Man's horror wanes &om seeing clear 

The law of life in lowey sphere : 

In Sacrifice he acquiesced 

As law by which his race progressed; 

And so in this : once leave the love 

Of sinless soul in realms above, 

There pain and death will mark the law 

Of Sacrifice, that owns no flaw 

In heaven or eartili — the universe — 

Thus he but views the lower. race 

Develope to a higher phase, 

So striking its own proper chord 

In nature's general grand concord. 

Yet now, through subtle sympathies. 

The creatures nearer man will rise. 

As dogs with us, as Arab's horse. 

And even their mutual hate divorce 

In the speE of loving human force. 

More fair than ever earth shall smile. 
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Since Man, her king, will not defile, 
But in the midst shall strike his lyre 
And lead her god ward -channting choir. 

IV. 

The spirit waved her pinions o'er me — 
Toward this Future so she bore me. 
. . . Vision of the Future Time, 
When man hath reached his age sublime ! 

With alabaster carven arcade 
Homes gemlike o^er the plain are laid, 
Set in lush green of sunny vine, 
Trailed o'er of jasmin and woodbine; 
Or, bosomed in the bloomy hill, 
Mid varied shades rest warm and stDl — 
Hill piled on hill, rich fold on fold, 
There rent by gorge mysterious, bold, 
All heaved to peaks of crystal fair 
Calm breathing silver-azure air — 
While through far filmy ocean mist 
Gleams gather in the amethyst; 
Sail after sail is touched with mom, 
Then stately golden ships are borne 
On their own double of wavering flame. 
While at each prow the sapphire tame 
Starts in two burnished folds aside ; 
And when a zephyr skims the tide 
Boats silver-winged heeling fly. 
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Till the blue splits to chalcedony. 
Ships foremost enter now the bay, 
Whose glass yon bordering palms inlay, 
Where mountain-streams swift silent pour. 
Whose magic thrill along the shore 
With quickening sun to life awake 
Lush boscage trailed with flowery flake, 
Where lurk green lizard, harmless snake, 
Blue butterflies soft flutter make — 
Lurks beetle with shard of metal glitter, 
And rainbow birds that triU and twitter 
Mid foamy-blossomed glossy myrtle. 
Mimosa, bower of cooing turtle, 
Mid Tine, pomegranate, oleander — 
Bound lawny isles cool waters wander; 
While, twinkling joy, the larkspur sea 
Yet dozes, heaving dreamfully. 
But, touching so the pearly sand, 
Wakes in soft bubbles on the strand. 
With sibilant lip on fairy blush 
Of shells ; then feebly sinks to hush 
Of doze again; while tangling ray 
Through crystal shallow swims at play. 

V. 

But as I mused a measured plash 
Broke on mine ear — a glorious flash 
Of iridescent life shot by; 
Fair youths and lithe slight-vested ply 
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Frail oars of silvery skiSa that startle 
Deep lustrous blue to flying dartle, 
And where the rhythmic oarblade marks 
To swirl with joy-delirious sparks — 
It is a race: strained backs are bent; 
Each coxswain's keen eyes bum intent; 
The muscle is hard in sinewy arm, 
Each man to work his best strung Arm : 
Then rapid following them that pull 
Come swift young swimmers beautiful; 
FuU-chested cleave the mantling clear, 
Or float, tread, dive, as native here. 

On yonder turfy champaign ground 
View the free horse exultant bound ! 
But note at sudden whistle shrill 
One courser of the herd stand still ; 
He pricks a small highblooded ear 
At call fiEuniliar and dear — 
A loveliest thing of rich bay gloss. 
With mane and tail of silken floss. 
Whose delicate Arab arch of neck 
Foam of his gambolling doth fleck, 
His slight full-nostrilled head erect, 
His large soft brovm eye to detect 
Who comes intent — ^with high-bred curve 
Of shoulder, back, straight limbs of nerve 
Most slender, and long pastern slim, 
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Sloped springy to the hoof bo trim ; 

A bright youth comes and calls the steed 

By name; then o'er the daisied mead 

That steed walks gaily whinnying ; 

Around his neck fond youth doth fling 

An arm; last with a sudden spring 

Vaults on his back; he rears and leaps; 

But lithe youth with each movement keeps 

His own: from side to side may toss 

The head thrown forth, the tail of floss 

May whisk, 'tis all in gleeful play — 

The blood of both is up — away ! 

Fly steed with silken streaming mane, 

Scarce touching the elastic plain ! 

Both one, the courser and rider bright, 

Whose cheek glows, eyes outflash with light, 

Chest heaves, and swims the golden hair 

As he leans to drink keen sparkle of air, 

Exhilarating tide of breeze. 

That cloven soft whistles as it flees ! 

One touch on that proud neck will guide, 

Whose fine skin shows swollen veinings' glide; 

One word that courser's flight arrest. 

So docile to the youth's behest. 

While others climb yon snowy peaks, 
And each exulting danger seeks; 
Brimful of health and strength and grace 
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Unto no izard yields he place 
Of lightest leaper, though it poise 
With four feet on one point; he toys 
With resting on least ledge a trice, 
Nimble skirting sheerest precipice. 

VL 

Oh, the rich joy of our mere life, 
When every pulse with health is rife! 
And as ripe health men do not blame 
For wanting Contrast, dull and tame, 
So need they not the sinless brand 
As through the death of 111 unmanned 
For if Sin e'er may be removed, . 
'Tis by long strife victorious proved, 
After hard training for the prize 
Through gathering ages' exercise — 
Not by a sudden God-magic wrought 
To make the force of evil nought — 
Because full might is won at length, 
Shall men lie letting ebb their strength 
Again? Nay, rather it shall roll 
O'er 111, calm, strong, without control : 
Though elements of ill be there. 
Yet strength of Loving Will shall bear 
Them ever from their puny grasp. 
Held passive in His godlike clasp: 
The Prince of Hell might Christ essay. 
Yet, wrestling with Him, might not fray, 



BEHIND THE VEIL. 143 

But baffled ever slunk away — 
(With Him the strife was bloodier. 
Because His birth was earlier — ) 
But tliough spasnuBtrife for victory, 
Even if one often vanquished lie, 
Be noble — ^yet admire as well 
The strong pure soul unsullyable — 
Not cold, inhuman, passionless — 
Where Love with native force doth press 
And weave, life's trailing strands in one. 
Warm, faithful, patient, quiet, strong — 
Her reverence who can evil quash, 
By her mere presence can abash, 
By pure child-maidenhood can quell 
The brute or cynic sons of hell I 

VIL 

But, lo ! the port — Ships enter there. 
With diverse colours floating feir 
Prom tall mast-head ; glad shouts are loud ; 
Sails furling; manned is every shroud 
Por gratulation; see the leap 
Of flames from bulwarks where they sleep. 
With rush of argent billowy smoke, 
CHnched by the booming crash that woke 
Grand answering thunders from the town 
Unquiet mountains scarce can drown ! 
Such martial sounds are not for war: 
Powers heaped for death by men of yore 
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They use for weal in mighideT store. 

When dusk on dense cloud-flank hath waned, 

Through all the expanding fleece hath strained 

Light tender, edges thinned like down 

On swan's breast gently curled and blown. 

And aU is languishing to air, 

Beneath yet filmy wreaths appear 

Quays ivory-^tted imaged deep 

Within the purple water's sleep, 

And gathered there a multitude 

With godlike form and face endued, 

In garbs of diverse nations clad — 

With colours blent the place is glad; 

Garbs Tningling use and beauty well : 

By these distinctive we may tell 

No Nationality erased, 

Nor Individual effaced, 

But strengthened every element 

Which may Society cement ; 

Not equal planed each character, 

But harmonizM those that are. 

These love their several homes and ties 

Tenfold, their race, their femilies, 

For rating spirit-gifts most high ; 

And ripe in their humanity. 

They feel deep world-wide sympathy 

With interests that furthest lie: 

So grew this grand World-Federalty. 
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They move among tlie costly bales; 

And here and there glad mother hails 

Her mate returned, among the ships, 

And kisses rosy finger-tips 

In radiant welcome, lifting high 

Their babe, and singing, "Father's nigli!" 

VIII. 

Behind tall alabaster stand 

Of snow-flake beam fair dwellings, planned 

With varied art, carven gables rich, 

And statues rare in many a niche, 

And mullioned lights of jewel ray, 

Where hallowed genius may pourtray 

The noble deeds of history. 

And deep-porched doors with steps before, 

In ivory flight. From rock-work pour 

Floods in each square; these fountains gush 

Mid flag and feathery-headed rush, 

With gentle all-melodious plash. 

Day freshening, softly lulling night 

When shining forth in still twilight. 

Pure crystal 'neath the water^s fall 

May ceil a fay's iQumined hall: 

'Mid green trefoil and tiny blooms, 

Through sparkling breaks and lustrous glooms. 

The glancing waters thrill with pleasure 

Slight ferns that touch them in sweet leisure, 

And little blue forget-me-not. 
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And cyclamen in many a spot, 
And moss and rich-leaved violet, 
With airy spray the myriad wet ; 
Till last the waters rippling slide 
Pellucid through their basin wide, 
And gently rocking half submerge 
Large floating leaf at glossy marge 
Of white or lilac lily blossom, 
That sways upon the limpid's bosom. 
Nigh these still fish gold silver pass. 
Or swift fin glancing break the glass ; 
O'er which slight turquoise dragon-fly 
Jet-ringed skims flitting airily, 
Then thrids the liquid maze of air 
To light on yon campanula, 
Whose veined bells amethystine droop 
Just o'er the lowest water-swoop. 
The bell scarce yields a slender swing. 
Yet jewelled fly with gauzy wing 
Fans fjEunt as if for balancing. 

AX, 

But do I dream? By sudden bulged 
And shaken coroUa what divulged? 
A bee delirious with his plunder 
Falls buzzing back in the herbage under- 
But lo the wondroug sights that follow ! 
For gliding out that flower's hollow 
The tiniest elfin I descry, 
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A miracle of symmetry, 

White as a fleck of sunshine too, 

Eyes soulless of his own flower's hue, 

Joy-bright as flashes of morning dew , 

With downy hair of blowing amber, 

He catches a lobe of the bell io clamber; 

When from the bell beneath a sprite, 

His own twin brother, leaping light, 

Sprung up, and both at once alit 

E*en where the dragon-fly did sit; 

Then both seemed fighting who should ride, 

Each pulling each from the insect's side 

In play, till he who had won the tussle 

Climbed Hwixt the fans in a childish bustle, 

And sang in a saucy triumph there 

Some words to a delicate spirit-air, 

Most like a simmer of silver rain 

When it dusks a tingling water-plain: 

"I hate the droning humble-bee 

"Who shakes my bower so clumsily 1" 
But brother-elf took up the strain : 

"He shakes the pollen due, 

"Little ovules to imbue, 

"Which is more than we can do \" 
Then the other: 

"Come, come, come away; 

"Climb up and let us trip it now! 

" Through maze of ether thrid our way — 
L 2 
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"We prick you, fly; come, skip it now!' 
So the insect airily glanced away, 
They twining npon it laughing lay 
To be lost full soon in the deeps of day. 

Eair maidens from these fountains filled, 
And as the brimming water spilled. 
In poising ciystal pitchers right 
On each &h head, one swirl of light 
Flashed each alive with rainbow dight; 
They poise with graceful arms aloft^ 
Slight curving, jewelled, milky soft : 
How sweet their treble prattle flows, 
While plash of water through it goes. 
As by the fountain they repose! 
They love to linger, love to peer 
Through rushes, herbage, through the clear; 
They laugh and point, fiill glad to spy 
Those elves at frolic merrily. 
No more man's presence shall compel, 
In wood and stream, in mountain, dell. 
Sweet nature-spirits all to hide 
From harsh cold hearts and stony pride : 
These maidens draw them to their side. 

So when at night I crossed a green 
In city's midst, vast lindens screen, 
A glowworm chanced upon the grass, 
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In a fairy-ring where I should pass, 
His mildly vivid dewy beam 
Of beryl to diflFuse : the gleam 
With elf-light tiniest figures lit 
Of shapely moon-fair elves who sit 
Each on a gemmy blade's curled tip 
In circle ; on a daisy's lip 
One stands gesticulating, voice 
Like air that in frail grasses toys. 
They sit absorbed, with hands minute 
Crossed on their laps, and foot on foot 
Curled easy dangling; and I saw 
By the elf-light each agape for awe, 
With weird wild eyes.— Yon elf recites, 
I thought, some tale of Arabian Nights! 

X. 

Toward evening, on the height I stood, 

Where rests in sacred solitude 

A grand cathedral of the time, 

On stately terrace reared sublime. 

In court that doth four-square invest 

Of smooth black marble. North, South, East, West, 

One glorious gate of milky fret 

Stands central point of parapet 5 

Two terrace-ranges are below 

Which each with kindred porches glow; 

Wide flights of stairs to join, them grow ; 

Three slim lance-arches portal made. 
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And in the court clear fountains played 

'Neath immemorial cypress' shade. 

In chastened harmony complete 

Scarce holy Sarum may compete 

With this ; nor Koln's suhlimity ; 

Nor for pure loveliness may vie 

Milan, or Eastern miracle, 

Alhamhra feir, or Taj MahaL 

In sooth, the inspired architect 

A fane had striven to erect 

That might emhody diverse merits 

This final age from all inherits — 

Not to group styles incongruous. 

But principles of all to fuse. 

I could not paint its every trait, 

The outline only dare pourtray. 

(7 rand masses light and shadow made, 

By deep, design to vf ed them laid : 

The pile suhlime is cruciform, 

Whose alabaster, flushing warm, 

TJpsoars as God had bodied so 

Deep master-music as it grew ; 

As though the ever-breathing psalm 

Of storm alternating wiUh. calm, 

Yet toned to inmost harmony 

By men who beat their panoply 

From mystery and misery, 

The very weapons of the foe, 
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Which he hath forged to lay them low; 
As though this solemn triumph-song 
Of Human Life, unfinished long, 
But hymned now by the crowning race, 
Whose chant for ever fills the space, 
Had soaring drawn through sympathy 
Congenial body from the sky, 
And as it thrilled the lucid air, 
Assimilated ethers rare. 
Distilling them to frame serene. 
Calm body of the subtle strain ! 
The choral tide ! 'twas such full burst. 
That swelled the vast cathedral erst. 
To culminate in tower and spire 
Whose point breaks forth to starry fire 
In flashing diamond, while beneath, 
Like skeleton leaf with frosty breath 
On fine bared fibres, rosy lace 
Of stone the orange eve doth trace. 
So when the treble voices soared, 
Enwoven high with sweet accord. 
Mayhap, as through some spell of frost. 
Yon light pilaster stems were crossed 
In fret of leaf and vein so fine 
Yon high curve of dim roof to twine, 
With groinings drooped like icicle ; 
So with change-blossomed capital 
Grew tall and stately clustered shaft. 
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Bird-haunted wreatlis of bloom to waft 
In pointed arch : while with the pause 
Of thrilling sound, lo ! qmet flaws 
That let the calm blue heaven in, 
Still flames of window long and thin : 
So bum the lights in high clerestory; 
But through dim aisles in pictured glory 
With broader rainbow-jewelled ray 
They columned vistas soft inlay. 
And while clear music swelled and drooped, 
Tall portals treble-arched were scooped 
With richest mouldings lessening 
Of birds and loves upon the wing, 
Light thridding maze of rarest vine, 
And flower and trailer tangled fine. 
As birds-nest twigs lime-crusted shine. 
Hark! spuming earth boys' quavers fly, 
Keen, subtle, permeating sky; 
So in the sudden flights on high 
Of sound tossed crests all feathery; 
While pinnacles in forests fair 
Shot spirts of foam spell-bound in air. 
Christ-heroes on each glistering crest, 
Shrined in clear heaven, calmly rest; 
Here these float rapt above the world ; 
But there with silver wings half-furled 
Scarce seraphs light on buoyant tip ; 
Like youths when, mantling to the lip. 
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Scarce lucid sea permits to graze 
The gleamy sand of quiet bays. 
And in the quiet tide of song 
This floor of crystal slides along, 
Grem-window doubling, column, roof^ 
As in some feinter sphere aloof. 

Lo ! in yon holy screenless choir, 
One may from utmost porch admire. 
Around each stately pier there wind, 
In sculpture consummate designed, 
Shown acting out their pure ideal 
In life-scenes, forms of heroes leal. 
Most diverse, taken from every age 
And race — ^king, peasant, boor, and sage. 
Weak woman — ^Many a deed stands out. 
Its time regards not, or to scout; 
The humble unobtrusive deed 
That so reaps now the higher meed ; 
And true deed circumstance hath forced 
On the world's heart to be endorsed, 
While many an act most lauded erst 
Is lost — to native night dispersed. 
With such a whorl of glorious life 
In crowded maze each pier is rife ; 
A pure white lucent throng they climb, 
Tranced each in's moment most sublime. 
The archivolts gold-moulded light 
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Take lofty, narrow-pointed flight; 

And golden stems shoot up to swerve, 

Where ceiling delicate *gins to curve, 

And sprout there into twigs most fine, 

For tenderest green leaves to shine 

Against a lucent heaven of hlue; 

Por here indeed the day sinks through. 

Through alahaster pared most thin, 

Stained sky-tint, letting soft light in. 

Through lea&ge all of heryl worked, 

And jasper fruits, the glory lurked, 

Through paradise-hirds of tender plume, 

Most like cascades of sunny spume, 

And humming-hirds, and colibris 

That glanced through million-blossomed trees, 

All these with natural beauty fraught. 

As if Cellini's hand had wrought: 

Last, rosy angels from the blue 

Flush all that forest through and through. 

But three such angels kneel beneath; 
Faint-rosed, slight-limbed, they seem to breathe, 
In midst of all the glory glassed 
In crystal from the ceiling cast; 
With wide tip-touching pinions raised. 
To shadow that which mildly blazed 
Below — raised on fair opalline, 
A moonlit cloud-slip in design; 
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Gold chalice with a cross for stem, 

Compact of many a ruby gem, 

With sacred emblems chased the eup, 

With rarest, richest wine brimmed up y 

For after reverent worshipper 

Hath sipped, 'tis yet no emptier. 

But wells a spring perennial, 

With sparkles darting musical; 

While through its inmost heart there lies 

Blood-light, as alchymists would prize 

In carbuncle. Those angel forms — 

Such blush their grain of pinion warms, 

As in a milk-white lily glows, 

Leaned over by a lovelit rose ; 

Each scintillating as with rime. 

Star-haunted from their native clime. 

Slight hands they clasp — calm, graceful, bent, 

Their sunny-tendrilled heads intent; 

With pure harmonious face, large eyes 

Where deep blue heaven stilly lies; 

These with a worship ever leal 

Dream down into their found Sangreal: 

Dim crosses glow within their breast : 

If these are they who made the quest 

In human life, and even now 

Live spirit-life, I scarcely know — 

Most like rare skill hath carved them so. 



156 BEHIND THB VEIL. 

Ko proud priests here monopolize 
High service of the mysteries; 
For Life is worship, each a priest, 
All God's good gifts a mystic feast. 
But men and women reverent come 
And go hetween this fane and homo, 
Drink of the hlood, and pray, and sing. 
In groups congenial clustering; 
Their strains for ever in accord, 
If storm of harmony be poured 
In choral triumph, or low-sweet 
Clear mazy rills of music meet. 
Tis grand indeed to see them pace. 
These godlike scions of varied race, 
Of diverse garb, and form, and face, 
Iteflected in the glassy pave 
Of dimlit aisle and lofty nave ! 
I saw that ever ere they went 
To council in the Parliament, 
Whose venerable grand grey pile 
Crowns neighbouring height upreared in style 
like pointed, but most fit, they came 
Heaven's help and blessing here to claim. 

XI. 

Behold afar the rich ripe sea 
Of bearded wheat stir foamily ; 
But even now the reapers blithe 
With sickles cut the harvest lithe, 
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And sheaf it singing ; barley simmers 

Eippling o'er with breezy shimmers; 

Old olives standing deep therein 

Slide their long shadows softening : 

Like golden serpents dart and flit 

'Neath mountain, through some slender slit 

In forest, human-freighted things 

Smooth-gliding, noiseless as with wings ; 

Competing with yon winged pearl car, 

I list airs winnowing afar, 

like a young moon, and vieing even 

With eagle dilating through deep heaven. 

For equal use and beauty plailned, 

Vast factories stud the fruitful land, 

Whose perfect noiseless mechanism 

Vies more with vital organism; 

Now healthful rendered every work 

Through science — or if ill yet lurk 

In any craft for craftsmen, such 

Is banished; but these workers much 

Their labour relish, seeing it 

As part of whole which makes it fit. 



XII. 



Here Aristocracy of worth 
I learned was also one of birth, 
Because the children faithfully 
Keflect the sire's nobility; 
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Like mates with like, though supplement 
Be made through minors different; 
Men honour these before the rest, 
The noblest- souled, as handsomest : 
Yet such prime citizens can boast 
Not always wealth or pomp the most. 
If these be sought, such seekers feel 
As stewards of the common weal ; 
And love of nature, science, art. 
To worldly wealth may worth impart. 
But such distinctions are not sought. 
That Fetish-worship may be bought, 
And some fictitious honour gained; 
Such honour from all hearts hath waned. 
Thus oft a leader in the state. 
Discerned by noblest mien and gait, 
All simply clad may pass on foot, 
Whom bright youth in gay chariot 
Reins his blood-steeds in to salute : 
And oft a Socrates-like sage 
In school, porch, mart, wiU youth engage 
In converse wise; or educate 
Some chosen beloved ones for the state. 
And doing thus will all dispense 
With luxuries and affluence : 
Some craft perchance he may pursue 
As nature may with skill endue; 
But, rich or poor, he ne'er depends 
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On outward things, but ever bends 
All circumstance to pelfless will, 
In humble Faith triumphant still. 
Some deem from words of Holy Writ 
That Christ Himself enthroned shall sit — 
Not in men*s souls alone by Grace — 
King visible in earthly place. 

XIII. 

How grand at sunset from the sea 

Those twin piles rising solemnly 

From yon stained crags, tower, buttress, spire, 

Like calm eternal altar-fire ! 

I seemed on that cathedral height 

To view scene bathed in evening light: 

Faint-reddened glacier rests the town 

Through rilled hills wooded, up and down. 

While in those lonely valleys yonder 

Streams lose themselves in dreamy wonder 

Mid solemn shadow-folds of hill 

Where ghostlike mists are lingering still. 

Mid mysteries of bloomy rift, 

Whose great pines dusky shapes uplil't. 

See now the low sun glints athwart 

Huge boles of these and cones all swart. 

And cedar-cirri sanguines o'er 

With carmine fire; but yonder spurs. 

Overgrown with thyme, broom, heath, and furze. 

And aromatic plants, are kist 
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With rich wine-tinted amethyst 

Behold yon plain, whose gardens mellow 

Spread haze-wann leagues of soft green-yellow ! 

Those citron, orange, groves, whose breath 

With dawn at far sea wakeneth 

The mariner — where manifold 

Fruits, lamplike, light leaf-bowers with gold, 

Of orange, apricot, and peach ; 

Wherein brimmed streams make tender breach. 

That so from hence their rounded maze 

Seems gossamer-shot through luminous haze. 

Behold the flaws of lustrous lawn, 

Down which as lambent flames are drawn 

Those languid streams, with lazy kine 

Which near ihem ruminate supine — 

Streams that insinuate through groves, 

Like hand in bosom which it loves! 

Into the sea descends the sun, 

While mullioned windows of the town 

Blaze as great fires were lit within: 

Purple-enflamed the Ocean's sheen, 

Unheaving his grand infinite. 

Whence to the sky's deep mellow light 

Fair shadowy shapes innumerous rise, 

Mount-islands, noble promontories, 

Peak topping peak; soft film-inroUed 

bark on far isles the nearer fold, 

These winy-violet, but those 
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Soar silvery diaphanous — 

A glorious range — ^while prankt the sea 

With many a peaked isle solitary, 

All set in gossamer-lucent mist 

Kear the sea-line, from ocean's breast 

That warm upmantles to engender 

Isles enchantment-bom and tender: 

Yet is it glamour? for perchance 

It might be spirits* moment glance 

In tliat true realm of fair Ideal, 

Which underlies what men call real! 

For 'neath the fading world we sco 

Doth this not live eternally 1 

And do not souls, long passed from here, 

Eevisit spots they held most dear 

Together as of yore ? but now, 

In the bower where they vowed their vow — 

That bower of love long strewn and torn— 

That vow they brake though solemn sworn — 

They bask in very fadeless Bloom, 

And grasp the Love unsuffering doom; 

They breathe at last eternal Day 

With all the mortal fallen away! 



On stately headlands, far and close, 
Fair temple monuments repose 
Upraised to many a hero's fame : 
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What isle, what bluff along the coast, 
But some eternal deed may boast? 

Kow see the splendour die within 
Yon pile of mountains crimsoning ! 
That solemn inland range around 
With nebulous ruby radiance crowned, 
Filled so with essence of pure Even 
That all must float off into Heaven 
It seemed e'en now — but lo! the sun 
Dips in the sea; dusk blood-hued soon 
The hills; behold cloud-indigo 
Smoke up the gorges — darksome swathed 
In brown-red mountains lately bathed 
In living fire — Yon snowy crest 
Alone yet glows in luminous rest — 
Though up its feet and body creep 
Shades of dense blue, benumbing sleep 
^Relentless: still into the grave 
Where sun sank 'neath yon western wave 
This mountain looks, beholding him, 
Till night to his own mouth doth brim. 
And he too drowns cold dead-grey dim. 

Brief was the twilight : then the moon, 
Which lay as in some blue laguns 
A shell-frail boat lies half submerged, 
To pearly lustre soon emerged. 
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And took up da/s &llen diadem, 
With one star's scintillating gem 
Beneath it pendulous. — I climbed 
Down where the stone-pine, giant-limbed, 
Beyond those terraced, trellised vines, 
"Whence men express the choicest wines, 
Spread its veiled arms athwart the sky, 
Whose purple deepened gradually. 
I lay beneath — ^upon the verge 
Its weird height leaned down o'er the gorge, 
And long weird shadow down the edge 
Of pallid crag slid to a ledge 
Of pale low mulberry, fig, and vine, 
Where other denser shades entwine. — 
I lay and dreamed — ^Anon there grew 
Hushed eerie sough the pine-maze through, 
As through it inspiration breathed ; 
And slowly giant arms enwreathed 
That prophet pine, veiled mystic, sways, 
While in nighf s violet moony haze 
Each long-spiked bough-mass dabbling plays, 
And lets yon stars fall trickling through : 
The trunk stood black against the view ; 
GU)rge, mountain, plain, aerial soft. 
Faint seen as though, the earthly doffed. 
These rested in the spirit-land; 
While sailing toward the tranced band, 
As gleam on water, liquid flew 
H 2 
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Calm constellations silent through 
Large meteors frequent. Where I sink 
In moss here pale-green wavy wink 
Mild firefly gleams, and nigh the bush, 
Where babbling sparkling rillets rush. 
Mild glowworm stars intensely gush; 
With these yon hamlet lights may vie, 
Which sprinkled over mountain lie^ 
And gem the vale's mysterious womb, 
Whence swells that mystic torrent boom. 
Save locust-chirp, less heard by day, 
* Nought else, but distance-softened bay 
Of hound— no noise the trance to fray — 
Flows, fails, a bird-voice sweet and rare ; 
Some elf is treading soft still air. 
Making music well through the hoUows there- 
Even as a child makes water stand 
In his light print on seaside sand — 
But loveliest lights are constellate 
Where most the town rests concentrate 
Beneath, dropped all in gentle night, 
A halo breathing warm and slight 
To shrine it — ^for the young moon took. 
With soothing cahn mesmeric look, 
The harshness &om those fires, and all 
Grew tender in her maiden thralL 

I rose — Then from the height I wound 
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Till in tlie town myself I found: 

I passed until I came upon 

That quay late trodden in the sun; 

Now from horizon's womb a streak 

O'er long wide sea-gloom wavers weak 

In faint foam-sparkles here to break; 

And skiffs like pearly Nautili^ 

Slight moon-sails filled^ soft flashing fly^ 

Soft flashing phosphorescent light 

Of clustered life, star-mantling bright ; 

And from yon boat dim swimming still 

Wiere shimmering oar-drops tinkling spill 

In deep blue &om suspended oar, 

The sweetest boat-song floats to shore : 

But ere that barcarole is done, 

One simultaneous Carillon, 

Bella all of silver clash the time 

In symphony of airiest chime, 

Which dies up to the star-serene 

Far over ocean's solemn sheen. 

I turned at last — Along the quay 

I meant toward the town to stray ; 

And as I went, methought I met 

Young lovers whom noflght now may let, 

As once of yore, their waists enwreathed, 

As lovely pairs as ever breathed, 

Strong; active, graceM fearlessness, 

Linked with subtle patient tenderness: 
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Psyche and Love, twined mouth to mouth, 
Ko fuller quenched their single drouth. 

XIV. 

The moon o*er lucent gahles pale, 
O'er pinnacle, carved turret fiuil, 
I came to where long gleamy street 
Sloped down a hill the quay to meet; 
It led up to a goodly square 
Where gushed a fountain even as iair 
As I have told; and now from thence 

A maiden's form I viewed advance — 

I sought the spirit hy my side; 

This maid seemed wondrous like my guide — 

A maiden in her primal bud; 

Around her like a halo flowed 

Silver o'er-starred some silk gauze pure, 

By jewelled girdle held secure 

In clasp of daintiest waist — Her shape 

So delicate fair it lets escape 

Through filmy floatings — Lo^ the moon 

Pervades her faylike gliding down; 

But passing nigh the open doors 

Stream home-lights 'thwart those shining floors 

Across the alabaster street 

f'rom ^ing homes linked warm to greet 

Her slender rosy twinkling feet 

In blessing — Casement under eaves, 
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Where wren or marten nest enweavea, 

And muUioned oriel, porch woodbined, 

Fond hold her in their radiance shrined, 

While she beams through them, one by one, 

Alternate with dusk moonlit zone. 

Her fragile shade faint down it thrown : 

Bound her slight neck the gloaming gloats. 

Bare shoulder, bosom overfloats. 

And mellows their azalea tone, 

Whose curve and swell are Psyche's own. 

As in that matchless bust are shown; 

In clear soft deeps of hazel eyes 

Love's splendour mildly shrouded lies; 

Through face and limbs He flushes warm, 

Veiled in a human maiden's form — 

Sweet blossom mouth, and vermeil cheek. 

And ear shell-pink, hair-ripples streak, 

In lustrous shadow poured behind, 

Nut-brown, meandering unconfined, 

In casual gleam-rills trickling down 

Keck, shoulder, breast, with flowerets sown. 

Blue gentian, blood-anemone. 

And lilies of the vale that vie 

Those glossy tresses fair to pie ! 

By each lit porch down the long street 

Inhere stood the lovely maid to greet, 

AU shadowy grouped against the light. 

Arrayed in dress diverse and bright, 
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Some familj, with oft a yoaihy 

Whom ne'er a dream of ill in sooth 

Might visit, gazing on the maid, 

Whose beauty pure stood so displayed, 

But reverent love entirely swayed. 

And some sweet incense-halo wreathed 

Those groups and her, while sweetly breathed 

Clear childish prattle; often too 

linked mellow-singing voices grew. 

I see that, as the maiden walks, 

Of asphodels' enthreaded stalks 

She holds a chain, bound round the neck 

Of a young lion — ^frail to check 

The king of beasts it seemed — ^yet he 

Strides after her submissively — 

A noble beast of tawny mane, 

Colossal limbs with muscle plain, 

But eye most gentle, rubbing oft, 

Upsidling, tenderly, and soft, 

His grand head 'gainst her tiny hand, 

Caressing, while a rival bland 

May sportive wind him in between; 

A silk-fleeced lamb, a tender thing, 

For whom she leaves the lion to smooth 

Anon; nor needs the monarch soothe; 

For both, united in her love, 

Together gambol, feed, and rove, 

And a like chain of asphodel 
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Holds both the lamb and lion well 

Now by a lighted porch she stops; 

Those flower-chains she sudden drops ; 

Then lifts a limp leaf giant-veined 

from off what her right hand sustained — 

A graceful salver, gold embossed, 

Whereon in rich profusion tossed 

Glowed huge grape-branches, nectarine, 

Banana, plum, and mangosteen, 

With other luscious fruits, she takes 

To humble quarter, where there wakes 

Expecting her an aged dame. 

To whom this maid of noblest name 

Delights in love to minister, 

Well loved by yon poor cottager, 

Clean, neat, and reverend, greeting her. 

But now that huge leaf she extends 

To those keen dumb play-wrangling friends ; 

The lion took it lazily; 

But the silk lamb snatched it eagerly 

Away; so then, the noble beast 

Crouched, looking wistful at the feast, 

Half lifting his colossal paw 

To strike in sport, but, true to law 

Of kindness, struggled and refrained. 

Lest such a frail thing might be pained; 

So the lamb nestling twixt those paws 

Lay nibbling 'neath the lion's jaws. 
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Who 8tck)ped his stately head to claim, 

But drew it back, and cry, which came 

From: natural craving, smothered tame, 

For love he bore that silken lamb; 

Until the lamb looked softly up, 

Not grudging that his Mend should sup, 

Eaised in his own mouth the repast 

Up to the lion's jowl — at last 

Both on the same food broke their feist! 

XV. 

Then passed I through that open door. 
Athwart the marble shining floor. 
To where low table octagonal 
Stood on scooped archings, mother-of-pearl, 
. Whereon in silver chased were ranged 
Fruits, bread, preserves, herbs interchanged. 
Grape clusters huge, strawberry, peach, 
Fine, where gold knife hath made a breach. 
Preserves of guava, damson lake, 
Most rich, some lucent, some opaque; 
While from gem-cup of salver jQlled 
Some amber syrup drops distilled 
In basin ornate — Slight^ silver-wrought^ 
A lamp, whose chain-hung cups were fraught 
With clear oils incense-tinged^ was placed 
In midst — ^those daedal vials graced 
With shapes of homed young moons, cut slight 
From pink cornelian, chrysolite, 
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To swing and shine with inward light; 

Or crystal stars intenser rayed. 

From whence a fitful gleaming strayed 

Up to the fanlike ceiling swells, 

Betwixt which duskier shadow dwells, 

With feiry work all tender wreathed. 

While from these gems a halo hreathed 

Sweet subtle soothing influence 

Of mist, entrancing soul through sense : 

They gloated o'er the carpet gloom, 

Eich crimson, as of Persian loom. 

The table bordering wide ; and those 

Sunk deep therein luxurious, 

The cherub forms of children gay 

Lying at random in soft play, 

In warm tints dressed, fat, dimpled, bare, 

The little feet, or slender fair ; 

And midst them the Madonna face 

Of mother, in whose close embrace 

A curly child glad nestling lies, ' 

And laughs in hers with great brown eyes : 

Anon with elbow raised she tips 

His head up; in his mouth she slips 

Some ruby-juiced pomegranate pips 

From golden spoon. — 

But, yonder, note 
Two children whispering remote — 
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The father calls — ^that little maid 

Of flaxen hair, with his kind aid. 

Soon climbs upon his knee; the boy 

Curl'goldened, graceful, in deep joy 

Leans on the tall knee; leaning makes 

His hands a cup for chin and cheeks — 

Looks rapt and beauteous as the maid ; 

While, in low feeling tones pourtrayed, 

That Either, listing Christmas chime, 

Eelates the story for all time : 

How Christ was bom and lived and died, 

And how this holy joy world-wide 

He bought with dear blood from His side ; 

"Remember children what He bought — 

"Self-sacrifice. — ^The world is fraught 

" So full with it that even the child 

"Can wield its magic lightnings mild, 

"As ne'er might heroes in the past — 

" Remember but to hold it fast ! 

"If ever you should seek your own — 

"Awake — with all the glory flown!" 

It was a Christmas gathermg, 

Much as this dear time used to bring 

On the old suffering earth before, 

"When we were children there of y(»e. 

I may not doubt that here I see 

A well-tricked, well-lit, Christmas tree, 

Round which yon babes play merrily. 
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XVI. 

Yet mirth has here been soft subdued 

This evening, lest it might intrude 

On her who lies in feebleness 

Still, in yon oriel's recess. 

She loved to muse at morning hours, 

Of yore, among the grass and flowers 

Beyond the town, and roving there, 

And watching elves of dewdrops fair, 

They sang to her a little song, 

As though they knew that not for long 

Her steps would be in glen or wold, 

And that their story did enfold 

A type of hers when rightly told 

BONO OF THE DEW-ELVES. 

Under the starlight, under the moon. 
We hang on the flowers through nights of June; 
We glisten in peace through the tender blades. 
And we freshen the sleep of the warm green glades. 

But the purple blooms into mystic grey; 
And the snow-haired mountain dreams of day; 
Some throstle awakes in the copse's hush, 
And a star trickles through the morning blusL 

Oh, never so fair the teeming glade! 

The breeze it may shake us from bloom to blade, 
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But never so bright, so joyous we, 

As we flash, little suns, aU tremulously ! 

And we would not leave your sweet flower-cell, 
We have lain in, tranced with a subtle spell ; 
But the day steals through, and we own his power; 
We were but fays of the cool dark hour. 

Our orbs, how fleeting and slight soe'er, 

Will image but One 'neath the golden air; 

We were bom from the Heaven when He withdrew, 

Then glimmering hoped for Him all night through. 

In a haze love-blended awhile we lay, 
Held softly within the deeps of Day ; 
But when He sank from our widowed sphere, 
We feU to a severed coldness here. 

In glory arisen, as erst He waned. 
Each peaceful drop in a heart unstained 
Enshrines Him, yet dwindles away the while 
In the wartnth of His own absorbing smile. 

Into the morning, into the blue, 

As in the gloaming time we grew. 

He draws us, afamt, in His genial rays. 

Who kindled our thrills of rainbow praise — 

We melt to lie neair Him, a golden haze — 

Earewell ! 'tis the moming, the summer of blue ! 
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She, shrouded from the meny light 
On sea-blue velvet, pillowed white. 
Scarce breathes, so spirit-fragUe she, 
With blue veins streaking visibly. 
Her wan slight hand in languid close 
That orange bridal bloom he chose 
For her long since holds living still, 
Scarce faded in her bosom's thrilL 
Her sire — calm, solemn, something worn, — 
Waits, feeling chill of coming mom. 
Translucent ever more she grew, 
With dream-eyes more unearthly blue; 
As one — a sister — Shushed the room — 
Stole up to what in yonder gloom 
Seemed like an organ. — Hark ! the swell 
Of tender music, having spell 
To draw tears from the soul's deep well ! 
And then, Cecilia-like, a strain 
She sang of conquex^d sin and pain, 
Through Love and Faith by One laid low 
On Calvary, long, long ago. 
For the world to triumph in Him now! 
First dawn faint tinged the oriel. 
And sleep on that calm figure fell ; 
But while the music, plaintive sweet 
And subtle erst, deep iafinite 
Swelled jubilant, amazed I saw 
From out the night, — seen not with awe. 
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Though all eyes turned toward the sight, — 

A shape like man's, intensely white, 

Who wore a diadem of light, 

But in one mist-like robe that trailed 

And thrilled his glory tender veiled: 

Yet the lamp stars and moons of gem 

In that strange radiance grew dim, 

Though mild it breathed throughout the hall, 

And an air of Heaven seemed to fall 

From his calm floating upon alL 

He floated toward the oriel; 

On her that slept faint flutter fell : 

He pauses — on her looks intent — 

Then she, wrist-drooping arms forth sent 

Pointing to him, is drawn up slow 

By Christ's will in him, drooped back low 

The languid head — ^'Tis raised ; her eyes 

Open with love's fresh- waked surprise — 

The radiant vision reaches hand 

To touch hers; as white buds expand, 

So this; then loosened drop those flowers; 

She clasps a rarer bloom than ours 

He culled this mom from amaranth bowers. 

Last, as joy-tremulous she leant 

After that marriage sacrament 

On her young chosen bridegroom's breast, 

While this well-loving father blessed, 

(But the strong mate first was called to rest) 
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So now once more she Beems to lean ; 
For none but he would come I ween — 
Both clasped, sail out in Dawn serene ! 
The children hushed, but not afraid, 
Stretch little arms while yet they fade, 
And would retain her still below, 
But the elders whisper — "Better so!" 

What hath she left upon the bed? 
No waxen corse — no stone-cold head — 
Only the gauzy robe and flowers ; 
For she hath better ones than ours. 
I marvelled if this might be Death ! 

"Farewell" was breathed in gentlest tone — 
I woke to common day — alone. 
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THE FIVE SPIRITS. 

A VISION OF THE HUMAN SOUL. 

Through columned vistas was I borne, 

Where the floor lay like wakening mom: 

I looked, and lo ! a spring of light 

Mellow as that which, 'twixt the night 

And sunset, fills that brief bright time. 

O'er t^e sacred water of Egypt's clime : 

Slow, and solemn, and still it rose, 

As the film from a homestead when winds repose. 

I sounded the glorious deep in awe r 
From its gemlike bosom, without a flaw, 
Methought I saw five spirits rise — 
The Nature-Spirit — such his guise. 
I heard a delicate singing breeze, 
As we hear in May through the budding trees; 
It flew in my face, feathered soft and warm, 
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With a aomething vhiiled in its infimt stoim. 

I followed aloft its gidd j flight, 

TQl the air grew a&aid in the solemn height^ 

And then it delicatelj fell; 

It slowly dropped, I could see it well; 

A roee-lea^ eddying as it lies^ 

With a lock in &lling, cradle-wiEW. 

A spirit sits in its hoUow fiail. 

In shape an in£int, bright and hale. 

He rests, like a drop of tremnlons dew. 

In the flower-gloss fine yeinM through; 

In the tossing he holds by the flexile lims, 

His breath half lost in the gentle swims 

As a child's in a swing; like him he laughs; 

He's i^low with the ether pore he qnafis — 

His laugh the soft notes of an upland air. 

That tinkles the twinkling grasses there. 

llis eyes are lark-song spring? of joy ; 

His pulse is the pulse of a bounding boy; 

The loee-blush warms his fiuiy white, 

And in his cheeks health mantles bright; 

No print he leaves in the shallop slight 

That floats on the breath of the nether light 

Truth hight the second — and he came, 
Half shadow-sunk his beauteous frame ; 
But 80 steadily as that seemed to piess 
To cloak his form, so he with stress 
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Stood firm out from it, the fairer he 

For such a foil to his purity : 

Prom a star on his brow light played o'er him, 

On &ce^ and shoulder, and breast, and limb; 

His large eyes with the true blue swim ; 

Fathomless as the sea^ the sky, 

Are their spheres of selfless constancy — 

Open and clear, and upward set, 

"With a choked-down sorrow glimmering wet : 

^at steadfast star stands large and mild 

On his white forehead of a child, 

Poised on its springy feelers fine, 

Light-jetted or indrawn to the mine; 

These, creeping, play with his golden hairs ; 

One long starbeam in his hand he bears, 

To touch aU things that glittering show; 

And the bubbles burst, but the jewels glow. 

He p^sed, and from the lucent well 
A strain rose, binding Hke a spell; 
My bent head sudden in shadow dips, 
The glory is wan, as in sun-eclipse: 
Upsails a gloom : well-crystals cloud, 
As lower and pale a festive crowd 
When through them, stalking haughtily, 
Their tyrant frowning passes by; 
As the child his fresh joy-feelers hides 
When a cold proud worldling near him strides; 
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Yet nearer swelled the imearthly strain, 

And a subtler light opened out again — 

My heart beat quick with expectancy. 

When the fairest sight was vouchsafed to me : 

There floated up a lovely child, 

With cheek on little hand resting mild, 

Its peach-bloom dimpled with fingers soft, 

He slept in sailing so calm aloft; 

He was slenderly covered with garments pieced ; 

You saw one chubby foot, infant-creased. 

With the baby toes curled back to the sole — 

When your mother so saw you, a kiss she stole! 

I thought that his fece had a weary flush; 

But it might be the weightless rose's blush 

That rested and hung o'er his cheek and brow; 

So the moisture that cjung to his lashes now 

Might not, as I thought^ be the lingering tear 

Sleep stayed as it gathered, but dewdrop clear 

Slid fresh from the hearts of those ever-young flowers, 

To shut his eyelids with gentlest powers ! 

At least, 'tis «ure that his lips unclosed 

Let the breath out peacefully as he dozed; 

And the little heart beat peacefully, 

In his soft breast heaving taintlessly. 

I murmured, "0 mother, who sittest alone 

" By a Httle cradle, and baby gone, 

" I would thou couldst see thy pale one thus, 

" For thou never couldst wish him back with us !•' 
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I was feeding my soul with his holy calm ; 
He was borne, I felt, on wings of halm, 
Of mnsic and mystic glory woven; 
When the heart of the silence-charm was cloven ; 
Some discord grew from the outer gloom — 
And the sweet strain seemed to be struck with doom — 
Like the deepening roar of an angry crowd 
Through crammed streets surging harsh and loud; 
"Thy blood!" the oppressor hears them yell, 
And is torn by the passion-hounds of hell — 
I knew that the air was impregnate foul 
With faces crushed up, cheek and jowl, 
Distorted, hideous, dried with hate; 
Eyes glassy hard, fire-glare dilate : 
They blew, they cursed, they, writhed, they strove. 
They trod the weakest of their drove. 
I shuddered at the ghastly crew. 
All smeared with blood and body-dew; 
For I saw beneath each human head 
A huge worm from dead carcase bred. 

These were afar, but, as it seemed 
Urged on by these, new numbers streamed, 
A shadowy host of women, men. 
In dire confusion mingled then. 
Fine faces, figures, all they bore. 
But passion had darkened and marred them sore ; 
The women urged on, wild and shrill. 
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To charge, to spare not, but to kill. 

I heard the clash of the cruel steel, 

But faaider the hearts that could not feel, 

That drove sharp death in a brother's breast, 

And left his children without a nest ! 

A dim but lovely landscape spread 

Eound these, the raving, and the dead — 

The mountain hamlets, that yesterday 

lip-steeped in luscious orchards lay. 

Floated the vales with convent chime 

In clear mom and calm evening time — 

I saw them smoking up the sky. 

As if with a mute appealing cry 

Of women and babes made desolate 

To the Love of God from human hate. 

They murdered the young and the innocent ; 

I see them gasping, pale and rent, 

Left stiffening under the open night 

Whose moony mist cold shrouds their plight — 

They played by their mother's side at mom. 

Would she know them to-night, so marred and torn ? 

And a lovely girl is searching wild 

Among the dead and the dying piled 

For one face all in all to her; 

She has bent over one that does not stir; 

Now throws her abroad with an inward moan. 

With her lips on the cold mouth she calls her own ! 
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I wept and turned — of the babe I thought; 
For the fight to him must be peril-fraught; 
But soon as I wished to see the child 
I saw him lying still and mildy 
And marvelled — ^for I thought he smiled 1 
Tety surely, the dissonant voice of sin 
His gentle sleep must have broken in; 
Then I knew the low music I could not hear 
To him was for ever full and clear; 
And then I could see those hosts of foes 
Were raging round him, and dealing blows 
With swords that must have pierced him through, 
But the sword-blades backward round him flew : 
This holy child, I knew, was FaitL 

Two shining ones lay poised distinct; 
Their long wings over him were linked, 
Slight, fine-nerved, shot with rainbow through; 
Them thrills intense with life imbue 
That kindle harmony in the air 
Through diverse curves of the pinion pair; 
And their gleamy grains into stars condense 
That tremulous gather and full slide hence; 
But wherever a soft large meteor feU 
From the wing, there a fresh one began to well ; 
They held one another by the hand. 
And joining their waists was a radiant band, 
hanging, a chain of linked sunbeam. 
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From the deeps of a clear shade-dappled stream. 

One spirit was whiter and slighter made — 

This Heart, the other Soul, displayed; 

His hair was auburn, hers sunset spray; 

Such languid grace in the gentler fay, 

She moved as limp long sea-plants do 

When the sea-heart heaves through the lucid blue; 

As a grass, tall, slender, waves and floats; 

As rise and sink sweet sister notes — 

But he was a graceful sapling, straight. 

With the pride of his youthful strength elate. 

Then I knew that this union of diverse things 

Made the light and music within their wings : 

But the fruit of their pure and mellowed love, 

This little child whom they float above, 

Is the common focus of its rays, 

Through whom, between them, it ever plays : 

Each parent every glory lends. 

And yet, as each face downward bends, 

The child's reflection all transcends. 

As a lone sail, Eastward bellowing. 

Glows solemn in the first dayspring 

Eosing the melancholy main; 

As the face of one who meets again 

The friend deemed dead on the battle-plain ; 

As a poet's face when in it dawns 

The light of a thought more grand than moms; 

So glowed those spirit-faces deep. 
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i)ropped ever upon that ehild asleep. 
So solemn, almost sad, the look 
That from his face their featnies took, 
I knew that both the child and they 
Did hear the noises of the &ay. 
But I saw that even those straggling crowds 
Weie 'neath this twain like moonlit clouds ; 
Fought underneath these heavenly wings ; 
And even their part that concourse sings ; 
For the discords blend, as city cries 
To one who is mounted nearer skies — 
A sad note still — and yet the ery 
Makes a grander tone of the Harmony! 

But a new change passed upon the scene ; 
For the pinions trembled with quiverings keen, 
Losing shape in a mist^ as an insect's wing 
That quivers, or like a touched lute-string ; 
And the low strain swelled through vast concaves. 
As a groundswell borne &om fax sea-waves; 
I heard the awfdl tone expand. 
As when, struck by an unseen hand, 
Some columned spar through cavern halls 
With deepening sound the soul appals. 
Those light-drops troubled £all like blood, 
And darken the fiaces of them that stood 
So proud beneath those heavenly wings. 
While the deep dread music silence flings 
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Upon them; grows a goiy doud * 
That stifles slow that paling crowd. 
And blots the landscape vague from view. 
Then the child his hands to the heavenly two 
Upraised in waking; his great brown eyes 
He opened, solemn as midnight skies, 
Calm, trostfol, but solemn for the doom 
That wrapt each wan face in the gloom. 

Last drooped those spirits o'er the child, 
And clasped him in a folding mild ; 
Thus dimly seen, aloft they soar — 
Insight and Love the name these bore« 

All beauteous group the pavement o'er 
On high, and purest lustre pour 
Through all those holy columned aisles; 
While yon glad elf, amid their smiles. 
The l^ature-Spirit, like some blithe bee 
Or butterfly, flits airily 
Li^ out among the shafts — away 
Through glorious porch that leads to day 
At the extreme, and in again. 
How blessed the Human Spirit Fane, 
Where these Five Powers their sway retain I 



TO A SATIEIST. 



Laugh not at our poor humanity, 

fellow-man ! 

Gloat not nor chuckle o'er its weakness, 

For yet a little span^ 

And we shall be together 

Laid out in silence. 

Laugh not at our poor humanity, 

Prisoner with me ! 

"With kind hand pillow up yon sufferer, 

Eestrain your secret glee 

When your keen ear discovers 

Signs of his madness ! 

Laugh not at our poor humanity, 
Scorn not our prayer! 
Call not our solemn vows hypocrisy ; 
We falter while we swear; 
We're true, while so inconstant ? 
Help us, brother! 
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Laugh not at our poor humanitj, 

We fight an awful fight! 

False Mends haye sworn with foes to trample us, 

Death-grappling through the night : 

Deceived — surprised — they mocked us : 

Tou mocked us, brother! 

Laugh not at our poor humanity — 

Oh, 'tis a sorry jest — 

To see one like ourselves held prisoner, 

And lulled in idiot rest ; 

The King of Lies doe9 hold him ; 

Death taps his shoulder! 

Laugh not at our poor humanity, 

None is all bad ! 

You, who see only bad, know not the deepest ; 

But this is sad — 

Dead hands feel no heart beating; 

Yours is the death chill! 

Oh, mourn for beautiful humanity 

That starts with song ! 

A child so filled with youth-bloom, light, and music. 

It sways along, 

As seeking the aerial. 

Like a fin^ ether. 
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Oh, mourn for beautiful humanity! 

Its husky tone — 

For years that stain and tan its spirit fairaess — 

It sighs alone ; 

It feels its way, blind, wrinkled, 

Sinking to silence. 

Oh, mourn for God's own child, humanity, 

Its longings dim ! 

Oh, how we grudge our flesh its share in idols, 

Unloving Him, 

Who fills all hearts in common 

With life eternal I 

You scorn and satirize humanity: 

Who can deny 

We deem our "virtues vices, vices virtues;" 

We lift heads high, 

And, proud of all that changes, 

Trample the human? 

Yet^ scorner of our lost humanity. 

Hear you unmoved 

That One who knew this poor world still more deeply 

Scorned not, but loved? 

Our God, our Head, was wounded — 

Died for our healing! 



LOVE. 



Leave thee? leave theel say not so! 

Never speak that word again; 
Tell me, teU me where to go — 

This, not watching, gives me pain. 

" Youth ! " My youth is thine alone ; 

I'm a primrose of the glade, 
Breathing joy where I have grown; 

No man sees me plucked to fade. 

Thou wert fair, yes, passing flair; 

Youth and beauty gave me joy ; 
Death and sickness would not spare, 

These are theirs to mar, destroy. 

Thine the grand resistless will 
Giant wheels of deed to move ; 

Thine the soul deep heavens fill. 
Trembling lake laid wide for love. 
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Lying wasted, wracked, and still. 
Curtains shade thee thick and long; 

Strewn great fabric of thy will, 
Troubled dim thy lake of song. 

Thou didst deem I somewhat gave. 

Somewhat gave in loving thee ; 
Strength and light from thee I have; 

Thus we two made harmony. 

Seldom speaks he when he wakes, 
Then low whispers dry lips part; 

But his troubled breathing breaks, 
In the lonely night, my heart. 

Water stands by his bedside ; 

Nearly smiles he when I come 
Soft to give it, murmurs " Bride ! '* 

Fevered dreams of day long dumb. 

Why not leave thee? Beauty's fled, 
Strength of body, strength of mind ; 

Wandering eyes look o'er the bed; 
E'en the eye of faith is blind. 

Why not leave thee? Friends are gone — 

Changed how much ! I know it best. 

o 2 
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Thou art left with me alone; 
Thou art here ; let pass the rest ! 

Thee the stranger cannot know; 

Worldlings love in passing by, 
Pleased with glimpse of what we show; 

That shall change ere night is nigh. 

Wives know corpses stiff and smeared ; 

Comrades spurn them as they lie ; 
Powers of spirit thee endeared; 

Beauty, too; but these may die. 

Dying, I thee closer press 

leaked to this bosom warm ; 
Tattered falls thy spirit dress; 

I bear thee in Death's snow-storm! 

Thou dost dim my crystal heart, 
Down-bent with thy wavering life ; 

By time-charms touched forth love might start, 
But 'tis thyself she loves, thy wife ! 

Tortured £sdth still sobs that thee. 
In chamel- vaults of madness lost, 

Love himself holds constantly — 

My own soul broken, angdsh-tossed ! 
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My soul still holds the undying Thou, 

Thou the holy strong and deep; 
Thy soul is laid up safely now; 

What thou hast lost, that God will keep ! 

While the chill blank water strays, 

Eadiance from the gem beneath 
Trembles up : my spirit says, 

Christ the Eternal conquered Death ! 



CHRISTMAS. 



' And Jesus said unto the woman, Neither do I condemn thee ; go, and 
sin no more."— JoAn viii. 11. 



Doubtful on the wall 
She saw the sick light fall, 
As she crept trembling in, 
Poor child of woe and sin ! 
Into the lonely room, 
Dusk and drear. 

"Where, in a long-gone day, 
Lived noble ones and gay; 
The carved ceiling now 
Hung like a frowning brow, 
And across the rot-heaped floor 
Stole a rat 



And as she crept along. 
So aged, though so young, 
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A shiver shook her frame, 
And then a faintness came 
But by the paneless sill 
Cowered she. 

Out on the street she gazed; 
The passers thought her crazed; 
From the desert window she 
Stared on all so steadily; 
Then sighed, and on the stones 
Dropped her eye. 

And when men left the street 
To the one mean lamp they lit^ 
All motionless bent she, 
With head bowed on her knee; 
Till at last, all round the room, 
As in all were writ a doom, 
She cast a long wild look. 
Murmuring : 

" It is come at last — not he ! 
"Could I doubt how it would bel 
"Did I rouse me up, though wound 
" In my tight shroud underground ? 
" Did this lost thing believe ; 
"Did it still hope to live 
" As of yore ? 
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"Yes, I did cling to one, 
"Him who has me undone, 
"To whom I gave my whole, 
" My precious maiden soul ; 
"I cannot hate him now, 
"Dying here. 

"Well trusted I him then^ 
"And I did trust him when, 
" Euined, he met me 
" At this hour yesterday, 
" And vowed he'd take me hence 
"For his own. 

" Tve been dreaming of a child — 
" Oh, not like me she smiled ! 
** Yet 'twas at my mother's knee 
" She played so merrily ! 
" Could I have ever been 
"Such a child? 

. " The bruised and soiled flower 

" They plucked ficom sheltering bower, 
" And threw into the flood, 
" As long as cling it could 
" Held reed ; but down the fall 
" Sweeps it now I 
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" Through all I clung to one; 
" But here I am alone, 
" Dying in my sin ; 
" He forgets that I have been, 
" And I had none but him. 
" So Tm lost ! 

" For I do fear to go, 
" With no Mend — ^but a foe — 
'' The last man casts me out ; 
" And a greater me will scout — 
" If He be, whom I despised 
" Long ago. 

^^ The loneliness is drear, 
*^ As I fall fainting here ; 
" But the void in which I fall 
" Is loneliest of all ! 
" There's a dawning in the room- 
" ]!^ot for me. 

"They point at me and grin, 
" He calls me thing of sin; 
" Oh what, lost, shall I do 1 
" The Highest bids me go 
" Like the rest ! 

(Bells peal.) 
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" What do they now 1 One, two, three ? 
" One last moment of peace leave me, 
" And laugh not so cruelly round ! 
" And yet methinks that the sound 
" Brings strangely that peaceful dream 
" Of the child— 

" For when one told me to come 
** Here, whence he would take me home- 
" I think it was Christmas Eve, 
** When the Christ began to live— 
** And do not the church bells ring. 
"For His birth 1" 

She had fallen, but as she lay 
In the first funt gleam of the day, 
While out rung that joy-peal, 
Some strange life seemed to steal 
Through the blank despair and death 
Oil her face. 

Such glories seemed to flow 
Athwart that face of woe. 
As look out from the billowy move. 
When touched by a breath from above, 
Of a banner long heavily bowed 
'Keath a sultry sky of cloud — 



GHBIBTMAS. 203 

And like it that soul sliall stream 
Soon full in the heavenly beam : 
As the northern light so free. 
In the sky of Eternity! 

For, indeed, she saw one near — 
!N"ot him whom she sought here — 
But One whose presence thrilled 
life through the drowned and chilled; 
Who fiUed the void with love, 
Till that room became Heaven above ; 
For He gave her a pitying look: 
^ I forsake not, though you forsook ! 
" Men who ruined may now condemn : 
" Your Saviour is not like them I 
" Come away ! " 
• * « * « 

Who has come to the lonely place. 
And so fixedly looks on the face? 
And why makes he shudder and moan? 
You are come, but you kept her too long: 
She is taken away from your wrong; 
Her Saviour has taken her home— • 
So begone! 



THE CEDAR 



Undeb an ancient cedar-tree, 

Whose mass stood dark exceedingly 

(That deep green, tinged with silver grey, 

This moonlight showed not like the day), 

Methought I saw two youthful forms 

Who bore no mark of lifelong storms ; 

Their tender beauty yet unspoiled. 

His arm round her was fondly coiled; 

They looked into each other's f&ce, 

For each the fount of every grace. 

The youth sighed, " We must part, must part ; 

"Once let me press thee to this heart!" 

Their lips met in that last embrace, 

And glowing face grew into face ; 

And then they tore them from the joy, 

Since love's fire is no harmless toy. 
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He breathed^ " Fop ever thine — ^but thine ! 
" Though Fate saith thou shalt ne'er be mine. 
She breathed, ''Thine only until death; 
"All thine beyond, I think God saith.'* 

The wind ^m tops of distant trees. 

As if such TOWS might winds displease, 

Came, and soughed a hollow tone forlorn 

Through the black boughs here with a chilling scorn ; 

And a white owl flew from the hollow trunk, 

With a hoot, as the wail of the sad wind sunk. 

Huge underneath the bleaching moon, 

With rough bark-wrinkles Time had strewn, 

Distinct the mighty cedar stood. 

Upon it monstrous knots of wood : 

One, in the twilight, seemed some head 

Of bird or beast, with layers spread 

Of withered skin upon the brow. 

That told of centuries, I trow — 

An old old face, oppressed with years, 

That neither sees, nor speaks, nor hears 

And yet it had a look of man. 

As if by some enchanter's ban 

One were treed-up to moulder here, 

Nor feel a joy, nor shed a tear. 

But be for ever facing drear 

That other voiceless shape of fear, 

A tree-knot^ like an eyeless skuU, 
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Which renders back the staring dull. 

Yet one might pity that poor face, 

Where the dark blank years have left such trace, 

With some deep pathos ever set 

On that death's head, which gazes yet 

Are they lovers these of the vanished years 

Among fading flowers who knew not fears ? 

Fate called upon them to separate, 

But they swore that Love was more than Fate. 

Few keep their vows as these have done, 

Each holding fast to the other one, 

Till they withered and dried in body and soul, 

And were treed-up thus at the death-bell toll ! 

II. 

Those ancient veiled boughs are still, 
Save for the wind-wail that doth fill 
The loftiest. By the gnarled tree 
Those twain are not whom I did see ; 
Yet something on that very spot 
Lies, if the light deceive me not, 
Under the old face, staring dull 
Upon that knot so like a skull — 
A woman's form — ^Yes; on her face: 
Her pale thin fingers, hands, I trace, 
Thrown forward, working in the heap 
Of rusted fir-spike century deep; 
In garments black, but thinly cloaked. 
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Though the ground with recent rain is soaked; 

Heavy, unheeded, tree-drops fall 

Upon her head, where, loosening all, 

Thick raven mass of hair is looped, 

And mix with burning tears that dropped: 

Her bloodless face and lips are pressed. 

Just where that youth his maid caressed — 

With a strong sob oft convulsed her frame; 

Perchance this woman is the same 

Who smiles serene in stately halls, 

lit up at night for gorgeous balls — 

Perchance this midnight hour she wanders, 

While her wedded lord fear worse than squanders 

His night away — Perchance her smile 

Did but cover the proud broken heart awhile, 

Though the stone-hearted fools deemed her fortunate 

As the wife of such an honoured mate — 

Yet, hark! — ^a murmur — "My own!" she wails — 

"Was no one by? Oh, why not I 

" To soothe thee in thine agony 1 " 

They called her cold! — ^and none was nigh, 

If God were not, to hear the cry 

Of that widowed heart's last misery ! 



AN OLD MAN AT HOME AGAIN. 



When I first arrived, you ask me, 
What I saw — ^if there was change 1 

The tram delayed till after midnight — 
But old things had, I felt, grown strange. 

My nursery was the room they gave me ; 

Yet memories flitted dimly past; 
Thus a blind boy hears far footsteps. 

Ere dear old friends clasp him fast 

They came — ^that window looks where Neptune, 

Our old house-dog, used to lie ; 
Will the yard-bell ring for breakfast, 

As it did in days gone by 

Then a vision stole upon me 
Of sweet child delights next door ; 

My mother's room ! I ran to kiss her 
Every mom in days of yore. 
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Then there crept the chill lone feeling, 

As wind mnnibled in the flue ; 
She next door now sleeps no longer, 

She sleeps underneath the yew. 

She lived for me through pain and weakness ; 

Her life fed mine since life began; 
Her holiest self she made me feed on ; 

Thus fed and formed my inner man. 

She calls not from that once bright chamber — 
'Tis from a far-off chamber now — 

But could I go to meet my mother 
Joyous as I used to go ? 

Has there been a separation, 

Widening even if she were here 1 
Now, since she is a pure angel, 

It is very wide, I fear I 

Give me back the childish spirit, 

The unsuspecting hearty love. 
In lark-mad play-hours the bright vision 

Of what our grown career «hall prove ! 

Was not that the holy basement 

Of a faith that doth not err 1 
Mother used to say, "Be childlike!" 

Trust has blown to sight in her. 
p 
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Then low wind i' the old horse-chesnut, 
Whose boughs sweep my nursery, 

Made the old strange tone remembered, 
Whispering, " Oh, you live a lie !" 

I sprang at dawning to the window — 
Child a moment — ^firesh and keen — 

Changed? not much. The plated laurels 
Massed their spear-head lights on green. 

Their sheaths had burst the glossy chesnuts 
Underneath the mellowing tree; 

The hyacinths still lined the terrace; 
The elm-rooks cawed as formerly. 

T see the sweet-briar hedge, with roses, 
By the path that leads to church ; 

The fragrant path down which I toddled 
Up to the humble holy porch. 

Nowhere is there such a churchyard, 

Kept green mounds so firesh, where flowers 

Creep along the sides, and daisies 
Shake at clang of solemn hours ! 

There she sleeps, and there my sisters ; 

But the stream goes dreaming still, 
Half tree-hidden in the valley. 

Where plashes on the water-mill. 



mmm 
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Lo! big hoods on the oast-house chimneys^ 
And everywhere the earing grace^ 

The tassel-light fruit midst the tall green 
Of the hops that crowd the place, 

Yes, I see them; and before me 
Yon fair slope— orchard-girt fiums — 

How the gentle evening shadow 
Folded them in tender arms ! 

Oh, I loved all with a passion 
Without words, when tired with play, 

Quiet in the quiet evening. 
Beauty bore me soft away! 

Then we had a children's carriage; 

My sister drew me to the farm ; 
The kindly farmer, bluff and sturdy, 

Gave us new milk, fresh and warm. 

Up and down the woodland pathway, 

Acting much of older life ; 
Bride-decked with our young heart's reverence, 

Seeing not the sordid wife. 

We knew not why we felt so happy; 

Life feel we — death dissect alone — 
We know not why our being eddies, 

Love-sucked to dimlit mazes down. 
p2 
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Health is harmony, is oneness ; 

Logic grasps and views the broken; 
God rounds slight white sails of children 

With a fill of joy unspoken. 

(Nature-life in us grew human 

As light and air grow into flowers ; 

Full of song and angel laughter 
We out-danced the summer hours.) 

Only angels of such children 
Do behold our Father's face; 

Longest life must lead to wisdom, 
With a deeper childhood grace ! 

Lord, give me back the childlike spirit, 
Breathe on this jaded frozen heart ! 

Then call ye from our true home yonder, 
Dead beloved ! I would depart. 



A CITY BOY. 



Oh, weep for poor scarce clothed children 
In the foul smoke-stifled town, 

Tender Prince Souls fresh from Heaven, 
Il^urtured by a brutal clown ! 

Once a sick boy found I resting 

On a doorstep — ^for a time 
He loved to lie there far from kindred, 

From their sights and sounds of crime. 

They tried, he said, new cures upon him, 
Nameless pauper — ^bade him go 

Full soon, as cureless, from the asylum ; 
Some kind dame lets him linger now. 

The thick foul air he breathed did quiver 
With shrill oaths and words of shame ; 

Crowded, huddled, pale with fever. 
Lived they — how I dare not name. 
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Pale, and sad, and ehiinking lonely, 
Grew the lad ; but his young soul 

Would not take the stain ; still only 
Yearned towards the beautifiiL 

Like a pure and irajl geranium 

At a pane broken and defiled, 
With a wan heaven-light of sorrow, 

When they cursed or struck, he smiled. 

For the Lord Christ lived within him; 

Made his holy poet life : 
111 burnt through, made his soul-fire stronger- 

Yet, poor boy, 'twas a fearful strife! 

Glorious, purified, I saw him, 

More grand as yet more fisdnt he lay; 

Caged linnets^ stars, and markel flowers, 
His outlets to the upper Day. 

Think how vice and dirt did wound him ! 

But deep pain led to deepest rest; 
In the cold night Jesus took him. 

Shivering in his scanty vest. 



MEETING AGAIN. 



A DRiBAM last niglit came floating by him 
From the wreck of golden youth ; 
After seeking long, he found her, 
Maid of his, with eyes of truth. 

Found her with a heart fast beating, 
Knew her slight form from behind — 
Knew 'twas she — long years had fleeted — 
Stood before her — she was kind. 

He said she changed not even her colour; 
Started not; but turned her head 
From talking to one sitting near her ; 
"I hope that you are well," she said. 

He could not speak — He looked upon her — 
Not quite so young, but very fair — 
The others stared ; then pride came to him ; 
"You like, I hope, this healthful air?" 
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And when the others set to talking, 

With heart-knife look he pierced her calm; 

Was she corpse, or would the blood flow ? 
Did she pale with vagae alarm? 

At least 'twas nothing more — ^They chatted ; 

He talked and laughed more loud than all ; 
He stung her every word he uttered ; 

They laughed, uneasy with the gall. 

But then the old soft look of sorrow. 

That used to thaw him through and through, 

She cast — He saw, and faintly sickened — 
Then bid "farewell" — as others do. 



THE IDIOT CHILDREN", 



In a hospital for idiots 

Bent a child above a bed, 
Nursing one who lay there dying, 

Smoothed the pillow round her head. 

"Come my little girl,'* one called her, 
"Nothing yet youVe had to eat;" 

She but sighed, and only answered, 
"Do you love poor Marguerite?" 

Then a stranger lady kindly 

Asked her what she did all day : 

"Chafe her poor cold feet in winter, 
"Ke^p the summer flies away." 

In the evening blew the window 

Open by the panting child : 
Vacant gazed the girl who nursed, her; 

Sprang and pointed — " She has smiled ! " 
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When the warm sweet breath of evening 
Touched her, rose a farewell dim : 

God bade send this human token, 

To tell "Tm safe, and gone with Him!" 

And the tender leaves all flickered 
Outside with a childish glee; 

Twirling, fanning^ kissing, humming, 
Massed in sunset ecstasy. 

And the little idiot saw them * 

Chuckled, nodded, rubbed her hands; 

Heard sweet notes among the foliage, 
Cl^r lake spilling on the sands. 

To her little grave the infant 

Bore they ere the morrow closed ; 

Underneath a young laburnum. 

Weeping blooms where she reposed. 

And the little nurse stood wondering 
Why they put her down so deep; 

Wondering why they looked so sorry, 
"For Marguerite is gone to sleep/* 

Every evening in the twilight 

She would make that grave her seat. 

Anxious asking those who came there, 
"Do you love poor Marguerite?" 



A MEMORY. 



Oh, I would that thine Image should never grow faint. 

For it hallows a heart that's dying ; 
But winds wantonly lift up the grass that was bent. 

And warm with thy soft lying ! 

O Time, wilt thou leave me the thought of my love, 
Though Tve torn myself from near her ; 

The knife, self-implanted, thou canst not remove ; 
Her joy than my own is dearer. 

Ah ! Love, dare I fold arms to dream about thee, 

Since, when life's cares do keep me, 
A frail hand on my heart steals silently, 

And in love's Heaven doth steep me ] 

The pale-pearl of thy summer lightning cleaves 

A gloom nought else can whiten ; 
When the moon trickles through a wood, even dead 



For a moment seem to brighten. 
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Then it's like as when I a child was lost 

In the desolate country weary, 
When my fer village-bell, through the air of frost, 

Breathed one mellow sound to cheer me. 

In this heart, where the dust of the past Ues deep. 
There's a spot where moonlight's sleeping ; 

It is planted with flowers, and I come to weep, 
ISIy silent vigil keeping. 



THE PATH TO BETHANY. 



If Thou wert coming this evening, Thou, 

As Thou earnest years ago. 
Over the hill whence, even as now, 

Thy village was seen below — 

Embowered in figs and fniit trees fair, 

A smile on the desolate land; 
With Thy weary step and Thy look of care 

That none will understand : 

And none return Thy heavenly love; 

None trust Thy Father's heart; 
Coming to-night from the height above, 

Thou shouldst not, Lord, depart, 

Till I had clasped those knees of Thine, 

And all my doubt and sin 
Melted by Thy heart's warmth divine, 

Thou shouldst be all within ! 
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I come from Egypt, where the array 

Of Phantom Ages stand : 
Gloom solemn shrouds their slow decay ; 

Hand folded over hand. ' 

Each stone breast heaved with sighs like ours, 

Stilled with our prayers of balm : 
Each heart throbbed wild beneath youth's flowers, 

Then paused with hope's grand calm. 

Yet all aie gone: and he is gone, 

With whom I used to plan 
How God's own work might best be done. 

When our life's work began. 

How oft with loving looks we spoke 

Those wild nights by the fire. 
Of mutual help in friendship's yoke, 

Till our long lives should tire ! 

But he is dead : and happy homes 

Are broken up every day; 
See, through the uncared-for flowers one roams — 

A young man bowed and grey. 

One light in yonder village gleams ; 

But those kind hearts are still — 
Or Mary might have lit those beams 

To cheer Him down the hill. 
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Yes, they are gone ! — And wheie art Thou ? 

Methonght that in the blast^ 
Which wrung the shuddering olive now, 

Triumphant sweeping past. 

Close at my ear, in whisper hoarse, 
One breathed thick, ^* Christ is dead: 

"His love was quenchM on the cross, 
"That hour He bowed His head. 

"And in His grave lie buried deep 

" The fluttering hopes of man ; 
"The best and truest lies in sleep, — 
, " Then hope on if you can ! " ' 

I knelt upon the cold hard ground; 

The hot wind caught my hair; 
Vague stifling gloom my heart enwound — 

Eyes raised in wild despair — 

I bowed my head — "And is it so? 

"Was He but like the rest? 
"How should God die? — I nothing know." — 

My burning brows I pressed. 

And heard the moaning of the wind — 

Looked down on Bethany — 
Then cried "Lord Jesus, I have sinned; 

"My heart's not one with Thea" 
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Wt jrield but to remorseless fate, 

The idol that we grasp; 
Or our mimbed fingers separate, 

Unconscious what we clasp. 

But Ety whose life was God in Man, 
Gave freely aU Himself away; 

Took our sin till His dear brow ran 
With blood in His souFs agony. 

Then with the flood of Love Divine 
Thy human heart too feeble burst — 

So through the whole world, Saviour mine, 
Thy death poured life on souls athirst ! 



AN ASPIRATION. 



Arise, my God, blot out this self! 

I cannot conquer it : 
Oh, conquer it for me, my God, 

Even though Thy fires be lit 1 

This is my burden ; weight untold ; 
It drags me down from Thee: 
This spectral shadow, O my God, 
Strides 'twixt me and Thy great warm heart, 

And leaves me dead with cold ! 

Fierce I denounce the little feults 

Of brothers, if they fail 
In aught I deem they owe to me, 

My heart encased in mail. 

But whom do proud men thiis defy? 
And whom would they defraud 
Q 
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Of glory that is Thine, my God, 
Of honour that is Thine alone. 
Beneath Thine own blue skyi 

The armour that may shield a man, 

(Although his hand be red 
With brother's blood remorseless poured,) 

From mortals like the dead, 

Will in the Judgment hour, that waits 
A few blind swaggerings more. 
Serve but to mangle his crushed frame. 
When through light-gates flung wide, my God, 

Thy storm of wrath dilates. 

And what do I exalt so high? 

Some great thing it must be. 
That I would crown it with Thy crown, 

And set it facing Thee I 

Let me confront this idol mild. 
And teai: its veil away! — 
Is this Thy rival, O my God, 
This misformed bastard of my shame. 

This tyrant devil's child? 

^Tiff sel^ false, mean, athirst for blood, 
That with a touch falls prone, 
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That craves and wearies, swallowing truth, 
Which leaves it skin and bone. 

We pour truth in these broken souls 
With strained back all the day; 
We panting breathe into dead lungs, 
Then moaning feel for throbs of life 

Within this breast of clay ! 

Dark waters have swept through and through 

Grand chambers of the soul, 
Have quenched their light in starless night — 

In vain thine echoes roll! 

There waits thy call no anxious ear; 
'Tis but the surge's sob ; 

The heavings of the awful deep 
Press hollow tolls from dreary vault — 
If this thy home, no home hast here ; 

Lie down, poor child, and sleep ! 

This self loud stamping shouts "I will !'' 

But fixed by God's own eye, 
The maniac to his comer slinks, 

And weakly cowers to cry. 

My Father, lo, thy loiteiing child 
Still plucks the berries wild; 
Q 2 
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The sun is sinking in the west ; 
A voice calls, " Haste, thy father goes ; 
" *Twill soon be night, my child ! " 

God may not pause : would tve be left 
With lengthening shades alone? 

I feel sin coffining me, my God, 
Yet I lie tranced to stone ! 

My Father, when this impious hand 

Was stretched to shut out Thee, 
That I might trample down my kin 
Wlio trod upon my robe of pride, 
Nor catch Thine eye on me. 

Thou didst not cast me orphaned, far 
But Thy one well-loved Son 

Thou gavest from Thy bosom, Lord, 
To save thia thankless one ! 

My Saviour, whom I bold deny. 
Yea, cry, "Thou shalt not live !" 

I feel Thy dimmed deep loving eye. 
Thy prayer in death, "Forgive!" 

Ah! still she lingers, gazing, pale, 

Where her lost boy is gone ; 
My mother, with tight-wringing hands. 
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Eyes yearning, doubtful of mch woe, 
Stood waiting for lier own ! 

The harlot breathed who'd stolen me 

(But 'twas my will to go), 
"Dost know this woman claiming thee?" 

And these lips shaped a "No!" 

O Christ, 'twas this that pierced Thy heart; 

Thy well-loved drove it sure ; 
Slow, cold, it sank through all thy life, 
And stayed deep in Thy breast of love. 

That it might pierce no more! 

But she who has not yet left home. 

Left all for evermore, 
Though drinking in his reasonings. 

And all sweet vows he swore ; 

Even when the tempter's on the stair, 

And doors unbarred for flight, 
May see her husband's face by chance. 
So kind, so resting in his love; 

And stricken by the sight, 

May smite her hand upon her heart 
To still its tumult wild. 



230 AN ASPIRATION. 

Then fly into his arms "Forgive!" 
And in that folding mild, 

And on that bosom so much wronged, 

That trusted through her fall. 
May sob herself to childlike sleep, 
And wake to feel the same dear smile 
That was the young bride's all — 

I would be like her, and awake 

In humble maiden love ! 
I know Thou art like Am, my Grod — 

Fold warm thy ruffled dove ! 



EAST AND WEST. 

(Traveller loq.)] 

"Lady, in your court of marble 

"Tesselated, flowers blow; 
"In your art-adomM palace, 

" Trees of heaven luxuriant grow. 

" Panels of your shadowy chambers 

" Show devices wrought of old ; 
" Various, and with divers colours, 

"Harmonized on dusky gold. 

"Look the ceiling lofty, splendid, 

" Carved, and gemmed with pools of glass ; 
"Edged with mother-of-pearl, recesses 

" Where the light pilasters mass, 

"Throwing up embossM vaultings 

'•Whence the Moorish pendants flow — 

"Round your doorways in white marbla 
"Fruits and flowers festooning grow. 
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" 'Mid the freshening gold of evening, 
"Eesting on your silk Divj^ 

"You may rest your eyes in foliage 
" Framed in arch of the Lew4n. 

"Lit with smmy globes the orange 
" And rich green of lemon glows ; 

" PKant cups the oleander 
" Shakes full with cool light of rose. 

"While that plash within the basin 
"Of the fountain in the court 

" Drops refreshment in your spirit, 
"Air-like cools the fevered thought 

" Softly lulled to musing, dreaming, 
" Lo ! the glory sleeps — and you — 

"Wake, see angel stars ascending 
" And descending through the blue ! 

"In the midst of leagues of garden, 
"Orchards, fruit-trees, watered all, 

"Stands the ancient town Damascus — 
"'Earth's paradise,' that spot men call 

"Lady, you are highly favoured; 

" Yours must be a pleasant lot ! 
" But with your lap so full of roses, 

"I trust the old hearth's not forgot." 



f-" 
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(Lady loq.) 

" Sir, is this your type of blessing ? 

" It fascinates the passing view — 
"Tis the old world lichened, goldened; 

"'Mid dust and noise we huild the new." 

"Yet Egypt's grand sepulchral cham*bers, 
"Where the eternal pictures spread, 

"Would you choose as homes to live in, 
"With the gorgeous mummied deadl 

"Deem you here are fewer vices? 

"Sin has worn a deeper rent-— 
" Better seems the scum of boiling 

"Than the old dry sediment. 

" No ! give me back the «iug new rectory, 

"With its loving feces mild, 
"Mellowed all its homely features 

" In the memories of a child, 

" Bless the dear old land of firesides ! 

" These are England's forts of might — 
" Wells of life in love, her homes give 

"Eosy heglth and step so light! 

"There they bear each other^s burdens; 
"Class will strive to feel with class; 
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"Strong men strain to lift the fainting 
"'Mid the crushing of the mass. 

"And the sister, oh, so gently! 

"Some sister's wound will touch to heal, 
"Delicately — ^in her spirit 

"Each leaf is sensitive, can feeL 

"There, when heroes save their country, 
"Not for ^ glory' it is done; 

"But from love of her, and duty — 
"Who can claim a Wellington? 

"Of all his countrymen, most English 
"Was that consummated man; 

" Single-hearted — childlike — mighty, 
"Through his long hero-life he ran. 

" Glorious he in flinging glory 
"Grandly underneath his feet; 

" He the son of morning climbing 
" Up the snows, dawnlight to meet ! 

" His career is finished fully ; 

" Christ has crowned his soldier now : 
"I saw his England proudly weeping; 

"I felt she vowed a solemn vow; 

^'As his coffin passed in silence 

"Through the breathless ranks of men 
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"Down the holy nave; then slowly 
"Sank for ever from their ken: — 

" * My soldier-son, my best beloved, 

"Self-scorned, thy God has gathered thee — 

"Truth-lover, trampling cherished falsehoods, 
" Far-first in story thou shalt be ! 

"*By his open grave I swear it! 

" Hear me, heaven : memorial keep ! — 
"All sons of mine shall be thy soldiers, 

" like this brave son who rests in sleep I' 

" Has she kept her vow, sir ? — answer ! 

"Ye Crimean heroes, say! 
"Fear not, Lawrences, Clyde, Havelock, 

"Living, dead, to answer *yea'! 

^^ Shall she keep her vow, sir? — answer, 

" Sons of peasant, sons of peer ! 
" Or keep your answer for Napoleon, 

" Should he land his Frenchmen here. 

"Then give me back the English wild-flowers, 
"The fresh spring woods, the hawthorn lane, 

"Our cottages, our chubby children — 
"These toys for ycm^ sir, may remain!" 



CLEVEE PEOPLR 



De Daooebs was under the inspiration : 

He mused on the fSalsehood of women and men ; 

When into his room there burst John Bustle — 
'* How d'ye dol — ^we are late— quick — ^put down the 
pen!" 

Then he carried the poor poet off in a Hansom, 
Who looked dreary, as though his heart were broke — 

Lady C. has a villa, excessively charming, 
Not too fax out of town, but just out of the smoke. 

And each week she gives sought-after breakfasts, 
Where the gentlemen come in their straw-coloured 
gloves 

And their shining boots, and the ladies dress airily — 
'Mid bright flowers each Watteau-automaton moves. 

Though under that tree there, away from the strollers, 
Some more earnest converse is, I think, taking place 
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Than the "Dear me! how pretty!" "What a taste 
Lady Gules has!" 
"See, the Colonel has never once left Mrs. Lace!" 

But there, there is pressing of hands — go, eavesdropper 1 

See, Bustle is hurrying along through the crowd 
Of loungers, who squeeze up their eyes round their 
eyeglass ! 
With so well-hred a stare, other men would be 
cowed. 

But Bustle, strapped tight, in a perspiration, 

(His right glove is so tight it has hurst at the seam). 

Hurries on, with the little lion following after, 
Hot as chickens that Cantelo hatches by steam. 

" Ah I there's Lady C. !" — a feint die-away greeting> 
With her head, the great lady vouchsafes to his bow; 

" I have brought young De Daggers, my friend, as you 
wished me, 
" Who wrgte that fine ' Lunatic Bloodhound's Bow- 



" Oh, yes, 'twas so pretty ! — I trust every Friday — 
" Mr. Staggers, take one of those ices, I pray — 
**'Tis so hot! — ^you will come, let me hope, every 
Friday — 
*.* Do you sing 1 — no 1 — ah, then, I can isee that you 
play." 
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But the lady could talk on aestlietics and morals, 
Though you felt she was mocking when most solenm- 
toned : 
Her Be-all and End-all the world's estunation : 
Let them say, ^* She is clever ; but quite femme du 
laumder 

Ker nature had fossilized long in the worldly : 
She said, "Twill be well to go out with the child." 

He stood still by the lake, with its evening reflections : 
She looked in — at her image — ^mouthed "Glorious!" 
and smiled. 



is serious at times — she is gathering phrases, 
Nay, thoughts, from her intercourse with the seer; 
Yet so skin-deep she goes, like a boy at his lessons, 
She will laugh at the first funny things that appear. 

To her friends she burlesques his demeanour so earnest, 

Which he can't quite shake off 'mid the world's 

harlequins ; 

For the world that she lives for counts truth as a 

dullard — 

'Tis her wizard half-sister their sufl&»ge who wins. 

She made sport of poor Daggers : " Oh, he's but a 
buzzer, 
" Not a thing to be feared for its sting of satire;" 
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So one day (her admirer's eyes twinkled with malice) 
She roasted the shy soul before a slow fire. 



He never came back, but I since have heard of him 
That he has been living of late in the North; 

In a hollow away from the town and the high road, 
When 'twas late, from his lodgings he'd slow saunter 
fortL 

He'd sit on the hillside upon a grey boulder; 

From thence he could see the old cottage below — 
The old cottage that stands by the marsh in the 
hollow, 
Where tall rushes, which coots twist their nests in, 
grow. 

They have marigolds, stocks, hollyhocks, in the garden, 
And the gold wall-flower no wall-rift leaves; 

Swelling down the old thatch, the deep green of the 
mosses 
Glows in drifts of soft amber, and purples the eaves. 

Two children most gravely and quiet are playing 
Near the door, and their trebles sound old some- 
how — 
If not yet, when will dawnlight of youih in those 
faces ? 
Ah ! never, no never, if 'tis not now. 
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Bat the bits of bright tint in their clothing so scanty 

Tell well in the rich sombre hues of the scene, 
Weather-stained to accord with the deep tones of 
Nature, 
More than Lady C.'s friend's dress of bran-new 
sheen. 

One beautiful girl, like a vision of frailty, 
May hover around with her spirit-tread, 

Scarce able to lift the filled bucket she carries; 
Those eyes bum too bright, and those cheeks bum 
too red. 

Yon dark rock-spur glowed a bodiless purple. 
Bathed in radiant mist 'mid the jasper flood, 

While the fronting violet range of mountain 
With the glory in solemn faces stood. 

Each head grew cool in the opalline lilac, 
And its vision-flush into death did &de, 

While the low pools midst tall flags and rushes 
In their crystal shrines the lost colours laid. 

He lay in the rich purple-brown of old heather, 
O'er the gory black-red of the loose fenny ground — 

A warm air came sighing, soft rustling the rushes ; 
And a water-fowl startled it seemed at the sound. 
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And shadowy flew, winged swift, o'er tlie water, 
Weaving links of a shimmering chain at each dip ; 

Then was lost — and the poet lay dreaming and dreaming, 
Till a low languid sigh wandered out on his lip. 

" How well that this landlord refuses to listen, 
" As they tell me he does, when the inmates here 

'* Intreat him to put a new roof to their cottage, 
" For the damp that comes in through the thatching 
they fear ! 

" The poor vulgar things have no eye for those 

mosses — 

" To dislike the old thatch in that beautiful state ! 

" How they're spoiling the poet's vocation in England 

"With those tight new stone houses and roofs of 

grey slate I 

" His most troublesome tenants these people, they tell 
me, 

" Who complain that the marsh makes their family ill; 
" They object to this lonely, this grand situation, 

" This water, that fine panorama of hill." 

Ah, poet ! the mom you came after the shower, 
And raved about raindrops that shook at the eaves. 

Little flowers that clung to the wall, and that trembled 
When one of them fell on their tender-veined leaves, 
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A sensitive child of the mother, the holy, 

Oi Nature, you deemed you forsooth ! that you 
cried. 

And yet inwardly smiled, at her tenderest beauty — 
If a child, a poor idiot one, nothing beside ! 

You made a fine image ; 'twas delicate, dainty : 
You said, "I can read Nature's parable fine; 

**I get to the heart of her glorious symbols; 
" Her subtlest refinement of teaching is mine." 

When a mother has seen some bad trait in her infant. 
Though half-witted, she tries to reprove him witli 
tears; 

The poor idiot, perchance, he will take it for playing. 
And laugh at the drops of those motherly fears. 

man! she was weeping for you in those droppings, 

That a man should hug opium-dreams, scorning tho 

true — 

She was weeping for them whom this roof will not 

shelter, 

The unclothed, the uncultured, so scorned by you. 

She is looking up out of yon eyes of speedwell, 
So tremulous-wet, to the blue of Love : 

Where the hard rich men have left poor men homeless. 
In hovels — She ever speaks soft from above — 
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She covers our dead with her grass and her daisies ; 

Such mosses on poor men's thatch she showers; 
She fills up his chinks with her fems and her grasses, 

And bids little birds drop her tiniest flowers. 

She comes to the wretched : she longs to enfold 
him, 

But she points to her breast and her arms in vain ; 
She is farther from man than those yearning spirits 

Who bend over the bed of our secret pain. 

So she does as does for us a child of a sister, 
Who out of her large eyes sees our grief — 

But she cannot know it, though loving us dearly; 
She thinks flowers from her garden might bring some 
relief. 

And she picks them, and thrusts them in hands so 
listless. 
Looking up in our face with those true blue 
eyes, 
Too unknowing for us, but> oh! not too unloving, 
'*Not these, yet my little heart, you'll prize." 

And so the poor dog, when he sees his master 
In sorrow, will steal up and lick his hand — 

There's a chasm unfathomed that severs the natures; 
Yet voices float o'er it when still we stand. 

B 2 
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But with her dumb signs she upbraids the hmnan; 

With her holy fece and her silent love, 
She npbiaids hard man with his foot on his brothers- 

"'Tis yourSf not miney Love's power to prove!" 

The afternoon when he sat and watched there, 
His sentiments never were more refined — 

He saw that angel come out of the cottage, 
Stare wildly ronnd to where he reclined. 

Then she flew towards him, and knelt and held 
him, 

"Oh come, sir! my mother is dying, I know. 
" Oh, stay for the love of God, beside her ! 

"And give her those drops — while T fleetly go 

" For the doctor — ^'tis only I that can find him ; 

"And He will bless you who lives on high — 
"Ah! do — come quick — then let me rise, sir, — 

"You hurt me — ^and why do you clasp me? Fyel 

Her dress was loosened ; and on her panting 

Warm white camelia bosom lay 
The amorous shadow of sunny tresses ; 

Her eyes held light more than blue of day. 

And he held her — but she, half scared, half scornful 
Looked full in his &ce — "Learn reverence 
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" For woe, if you have none for the humble^ 
"For the weak, who have only God's defence!" 

He loosed his hold — "Oh forgive me, angel!? 

"I will gladly go, and do you run swift" 
She looked, and herself kissed his hand, for she 
trusted — 

Then flew as the wind blows a wild snow-drift. 

And over the hill she passed — she vanished — 
He turned, and slowly drew near the porch : 

He could see a woman rock backward and forwrard, 
Cowering over some ashes that could not scorch. 

And she coughed from the sepulchre deeps of her 
bosom. 
And straining she loosed low moans of pain, 
That shrilled up oh agony wings, wind-wailings. 
While drop — drop — drop — plashed in the hard 
rain. 

And a stranger-child, who was playing about there. 
As he roved, tried to mimic that agony wail ; 

So I've seen one play with the lace of a sister. 
Whose dead face lay under her bridal veiL 

It struck him with horror — ^the sensitive poet — 
The smell was strong of infected air — 
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So he turned to his lodgings, composing a poem; 
And her mother was choked in the broken armchair. 

That beantiful girl reached the hovel exhausted — 

She had brought the doctor — the dame sat still- 
She threw herself down on her dear old mother, 
Low calling — and then the spasm thrill! 

She died ! the old and the young together 

Under the churchyard sod low lie; 
The interesting melancholy of the poet^ 

The pathos, deepened in his fine eye. 

He, like that child, now mimics the groaning 
Of yon murdered woman in his verse. 

And like the other, he plays with the beauty 
Of yon murdered maiden— nor feels his cursa 



QUEEN GENIUS AND KING WOELDLING. 



By yonder gleaming shaft stands tall 
A moveless figure, flowing-robed, 
Whose shadow lies long down the floor, 
And grand sweeps up the polished wall 
To seek the ceiling's kindred gloom 
Her thin hands clasped; her fair pale face 
Upturned, her deep eyes lost in space, 
Gates open to the royal pace 
Of Night, who seeks her throning-place. 

It is the Queen : her harp is near ; 
As if unconsciously, she moves ; 
Her fingers wander o'er the strings ; 
They sound ; so then she strikes them clear, 
Low, loving, — plaintive, — now her strain 
Swells anguished, wild; triumphant som 
And grandly calm ; then sinks as noon, 
And dies off, wavering to a swoon. 
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She droops in silence o'er the chords — 

Through the deep beauty of the night 

No voice falls, save the distant tone 

Of yon cascade. — But suddenly 

A door, that needed skill and might 

For one to open, opened wide. 

In walked the King, and, stamping loud, 

His liking for "moonlights" avowed, 

"Too fine a pleasure for the crowd." 

And while his guests were striving rapt 

To catch within the unearthly strain. 

The King, with pompous phrase, discoursed 

On theories of Music ; apt 

At such converse ; and now he strode 

Up to the Queen — "You might improve 

"In execution, much, my love." 

Then to define the charm he strove 

Of such a scene : " Some lines I wove, 

" See here ; they cannot fail to move." 

JSIie would not pluck the first primrose — 

" Its angel loved it " ; but she bent 

Above it fondly — ^bade him look; 

He said, " In all woods this flower blows, 

" But see my tulip with a cross 

"Of black — the like was never seen — 
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"At boundless charges I have been." 
His drawl was dashed with relish keen. 

]S^o life within his dull blue eye ; 
Coiled in himself a torpid snake; 
He calmly held the universe 
Within his palm — and threw it by — 
" 'Tis mine ; and all was made for me ; 
" Large property, but value small — 
"Encumbered much; its splendours pall; 
"It gives me title — that is alL" 

His taste is law in rarest meats 
And wine ; in Art his taste is law — 
The "points" of women, horse, he tells — 
In sports, arms, none with him competes. 
Well knit in body and in soul. 
He's never shy; for smoothing round 
Himself, hatlike, with calm profound, 
The nap proves shining, sleek, and sound. 
His self-possession is complete — 
He spans himself ('tis no great feat), 
And deems all things are packed up neat 
In box whose sides so trimly meet. 
He, the great master of outsides, 
Meets the Queen-soul, who, feeling self 
Slight-fibring in the ideal One, 
Grasps self nor that, but tremulous hides 
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From his cold glance in glare of day — 

She*8 not at liome — He stares her through, 

And sneers, "A poor weak fool are you, 

" Who cannot do as others do ! " 

So might the cold-blood earthworm sneer 

At some bright pent-up butterfly, 

That, panting, beats its fans in vain 

Round downtumed glass, confined though clear - 

" Why not crawl calm on earth like me 1 " 

He, god of earth, born to enjoy, 

Sighs " If these dainties would not cloy ! 

"With soul and sense I suck their joy. 

" I am the King of Good and 111 ; 

" I bow them to my lordly will, 

" Myself with pleasant power to fill. 

" Poor devils toil with hand or brain, 

" And, godlike^ I possess their work ; 

" Thou^, with the whim, my faultless glove 

" I draw ofl^ and do not disdain 

'* To make a master-touch myself, 

" Perchance some polished strain indite, 

" And lecture on the * True and Right ' 

" To vulgar herds bereft of light, 

** My 'brother-men,' in phrase polite." 

** To seem to be and not to be," 

His maxim. All domestic love 

In youth he branded with his sneer. 
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AU self-restramt and purity — 
The headstrong youth his paragon — 
The quietj hourly sacrifice 
Of self he deemed weak woman-vice — 
(Swine scorn the pearl of greatest price) 
Blind to the manly strength of deed 
Heroic stored for hour of need ; 
Endurance rarer still and higher — 
He'd not know Christ in poor attire. 
One only soul-strength he loved well, 
The self-will strongly grasping Hell — 
" 'Tis good, youth, your soul to sell ; 
" I know it ; for myself I fell. 
" And thus, by trampling purest Love, 
" Lest it should lead to God above, 
" Proud of the gulf youVe dug so deep 
" 'Twixt you and sister's maiden sleep, 
" Mean slave to self, but * worldly-wise,' 
" The * polished gentleman ' shall rise ! " 

Yet slow he sank in chosen mire ; 

The inbumt hues throw softened lights 

Blent glorious in cathedral aisle ; 

Much fuel feeds the strong pent fire ; 

But gorgeous coats of colour laid 

On windows make the chamber dark ; 

And fuel kills the feeble spark ; 

The sense-dress rots and leaves us stark. 
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He was a bare trunk garlanded ; 

Skt threw out living leaves soul-fed — 

Those light-brained children fair of Sense, 

i^rms wreathed, poured in, a concourse dense, 

Ready to desecrate the spot. 

If her Soul-fane had awed them not ; 

But solemn aisles and holy air 

Warmed them to bloom in silent Prayer. 

Lo ! ill yon darkened chamber bare, 

On a rude pallet, one at rest: 

That head as free from weary life 

As image of white wax with hair ; 

Sunk blackness" round the closed eyelids ; 

Hollow the cheeks, with grief long, deep — 

Yet features noble in their sleep; 

Serene and calm the air they keep — 

Through shutter-chink one dusty beam. 

Whose motes go circling round and round. 

Falls on the ever-silent face — 

But streams beyond with searching gleam 

On sloven and unsteady feet 

Of one who holds a mug half drained. 

Who grins with visage bleared and stained — 

Uneasy — " Come, this is but feigned ! " — 

He hates the silence and the gloom — 
He shivers — starts — a rustling noise — 
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He turns, and lets the wine-cup falL 
A maiden in her earliest bloom 
Stands near him, very wild and pale — 
Aghast, imploring — "Girl, away!" 
She moaned : " Have pity — do, I pray 1 
" Oh, leave me not ! Oh, let me stay ! 
" T<m are the honoured gentleman — 
" On me the righteous set their ban — 
" The stainless world is cold as snow ; 
" Poor fallen ones, where shall we go ] " 
He hiccoughed, "I must hold my own 
" In circles which must fling you far, 
" In loathing for so vile a thing/* — 
A long low wail — the girl sank prone — 
There seemed to sidle a white heap 
Away — and then he saw her propped 
By yon black doorway. Foul ooze dropped 
From hair and shroud, and never stopped. 
Those glassy, those upbraiding eyes ! 
He shudders — turns — the dead do rise — 
She slowly lifts her on the bed. 
They search his soul — the murdered dead — 
Thick cold drops stand out on his brow — 
Where the well-bred indifference now? 
He shrieks — he swoons — but who can tell] 
This may be "Etiquette" in Hell! 
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WRITTEN IN SLOW RECOVERY FROM ILLNESS. 



No ! pour it not forth upon me, dear ; I bid thee 

forbear, 
And turn away from me that sweetest of faces, I pray ! 
To clasp thee — ^with lips touched by thine to breathe 

low such a prayer ! 
I marvel and glow ; but I tremble ; Oh, turn thee away ! 
Though no more a young heart through me shall 

fountain-like spring into day, 
Expanding a crystal sky in the deep blue that throbs 

over all. 
And plash ever back in my basin with joy-thrills of 

life-giving spray; 
Yet my marble is stained to the brim by the waters 

that used to falL 
They lie mute ; yet none may spill them ; my courses 

are choked and dry ; 
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I am voiceless ever ; the plants and the teeming blooms 

decay, 
Not feeling those gentle showers in beds that thirsting 

lie- 
Mine's no fresh heart for thee, dear ; move out of my 

lonely way ! 
I never for joy half faithless lay down this aching 

head 
On a bosom that flushes my cheek with full throbs that 

promise aU, 
But there rings in my ear, " Beware, lest she stiffen cold 

to the dead ! " 
And the dream I but half believed in melts from my 

prison-wall. 
As a child the thing he longed for at last through an 

oversight given, 
But meant for another child, with tears in his eyes 

resigns ; 
So I ; yet amidst the waves to hold high our love have 

striven. 
Unstained by the seas, and have flung it where Home 

on the dry land shines ! 
And behold, I stand amazed with this great gift at my 

feet. 
As cottager on whom a queen bestows some priceless 

pearl — 
My hands are full with another vase, now broken, once 

all complete — 
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I may not lay it down, sweet maid, nor wilt thou deem 

me churl ; 
But thine's not broken, wasted love ! — for I may call 

thee 80 — 
Nay, once no sin I deem it, dear, to press thee to my 

heart ! 
I feel thee, as when wide and drear the horizon 's dark 

with snow 
Frail bird must, fluttering at our panes, in our warmth 

food crave part, 
I feel thee nestling, birdlike, here ! Thou knowest the 

hour is nigh 
When I must leave thee — and thou knowest our ways 

through life are twain — 
We dare not cast eyes o'er life's waste — two muffled 

forms descry, 
Eeceding till their straining gaze owns blank the barren 

plain ! 
I feel thee press me, weeping a farewell — Grod bless 

thee, dear ! 
Oh, Heaven ! might I retain thee — nay, I love thee 

loyally — 
And so I must unloose thee. My soul can yet see 

clear — 
Avaunt the passion fever-heats that cloud her limpid eye ! 

Yet deem not thou thy blessed love is lost, although 
I go! 
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There's not one violef s breath is lost within the mazy 

wood 
True love is never lost, even when the loved is mean 

and low. 
That each man may be purely loved cheers fiaith with 

hints of good, 
A deep, life-giving good, each weakly human tree roots 

in — 
A sight divine it is I deem — a woman, spite of shame, 
Despite neglect, unkindness, blows, through his besotted 

sin, 
Infatuate guards and lives for him, his sunlight aye the 

same, 
Though out of sight of him, whose curse falls on her, 

drooping low 
And wordless — Scanty food may leave her faint — ^but 

'tis the man 
Himself acts cruel Death, her faithful heart chill finger- 
ing slow. 
And such love lost] ]^o. Angels caught each un^ 

guessed tear that ran, 
And when, all covering pawned, she lay that cold 

December night, 
The last breath fljUttering round her lips, methinks the 

starry choir 
Bound God's throne broke off in their channt to hover 

round her flight, 
To warm her through with still love-smiles, whom life's 

long snows did tire, 
s 
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Children at rest within, without, in their eternal home — 
The Father's and the Brother^s — ^to bid her welcome 

there; 
But free firom clog of flesh, loye-light^ where no birds 

ever roam. 
Her spirit springs, to float at last in kindred finer air : 
The kindly gentle balmy breeze of death has loosed 

the down 
That flies to nestle in the breast of Christy the all- 

faithful One. 
Yea, love may drop, and grow, and ding in some spot 

bare and brown 
On mountain side, and, pine-like, bind strong roots 

where all is stone. 
Ko sage the secrets of a heart hath ever yet laid bare — 
Why love takes firmer hold of man than pine e'er took 

of rock 
J^one tells — ^we only see her rise a noble tree in air, 
Tall, strong, with breadth of shadowy boughs, and front 

the tempest shock. 
But lo ! yon birdi, how still she fills her chosen spot 

in the dale, 
There flourishes, and only there, and there at last fieills 

low. 
There droops and dies; her leaves with airs, each 

languid — dallying, frail, 
Now thrilled and moved in harmony with tides of 

heaven that flow. 



FAREWELL WORDS. 259 

So fine, so sensitive, they hang as flakes of light might 

do, 
Fallen, clustered, gold-green; on yon twig atremble 

red-breast sways, . 
And warbles flecked with tender shades through stirred 

leaves up the blue. 
Say whence this tree of glory-form that lives caressed of 

rays? 
The life lay cradljBd all unseen within its proper seed, 
It felt and owned a secret warmth, and moisture, where 

itht; 
The organized, the living, moved ; the Eternal Form 

was freed. 
As chrysalis feels new-bom youth through wings unfold 

in it* 

And such is Love ; 'tis ever true that, in her widening 
life, 

She widens here ; her fibres now, and then her stronger 
loots, 

Clasp more of soil, because herself with vigorous youth 
is rife. 

But dreamy slow with every spring we mark her sky- 
ward shoots, 

Fed by the holy lights the warmth, the soft airs of high 
heaven, 

And«moonlit dews by night; these all she takes, as 
sleeping child 

a 2 
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Breathes healthful air in sleep. — ^It comes — to him 'tis 

freely given ; 
His parted lips and gentle breast inhale it, fair and 

mild. 
Thus lives and strengthens love ; she claq)s, she shades, 

makes fruitful fair, 
Her human spot : — ^the beautiful pure form of youth 

within 
Is Heaven-nursed; for trust and faith, the life that 

loses care 
For self, and welcomes pain, reproach, another's good 

to win. 
Of Heaven, not earthy are these ; for souls light, heat, 

and dew most rare. 
Each loving heart, though wildered brain may master 

not a creed. 
Has warmed in drops of Ifis heart's blood which broke 

that all might love ! 

Then how may ever love be lost, if love be pure indeed? 
You ask if love of one can be that broad light froui 

above — 
Ah 1 they who ne'er one being dear with their whole 

souls enwound 
Believe me, know not love — the while, all amiable and 

kind. 
Their wide fair gleaming harmless fills our summer 

nights' profound, 
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But winter wandeieis seeking heat some humble fire 

must find. 
"Us thus God teaches love ; for self must melt into the 

loved, 
As snow in the eyer-heaving heart of a great, un- 

fathomed sea. 
Yon new-fledged songster of the skies all sunward 

flights has proved 
His own, when first a short-lived flight he tried £rom 

his birth tree: 
The child who plants a little foot all firmly on the stair^ 
And mounts it with an effort, then triumphant stands 

and cries, 
"Alone I did it— quite alone;" — 'tis proved that he 

can dare 
Unhelped, and with his childish pride grown men 

may sympathize. 
Tis proved his will shall proudly nerve his weakness 

to obey. 
And front the world with bearing high of noble hero- 
life, 
Unswerving and unchanging till the human faint away ; 
Then like a chief^ whose armour falls blow-shattered in 

the strife, 
Emerging from the encumbrance fools had deemed his 

only strength. 
Shall flash on pressing foes the might of native 

nugestyi 
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And pass among them, cowering round, to victory at 

length ! 
Tis thus one sacred love on earth is pledge of all in 

heaven ; 
A model frail, yet exquisite, and wrought by hand 

divine. 
Come then, sweet maid, and let us learn the lesson God 

has given ; 
These single loves of earth He lights that all the soul 

may shine. 

We crave, may be, what He withholds, because he 

knows us best, 
And loves ; so let us take His hand who never led us 

wrong; 
All wants He will fulfil-«-the felt, the unspoken, the 

unconfessed, 
Though, deepening trusty through paths of pain He 

His child along. 
Our cravings here are fever-thirsts no cool drinks can 

allay ; 
He hides the draught refreshing now — the bitter gives 

instead — 
Our wandering senses cruel deem the Father, who would 

stay 
This fire fix)m smouldering on, till life is dried in us 

and dead. 
But when 'tis over, gentle death will eoftupon us steal, 
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A shadow between aching eyes, and flame of restless 

glare: 
Sleep, the low music of this frame, shall lull us, sent to 

heal; 
And we shall wake, the fever gone, to see our Father 

there — 
To see Him in the Eternal Home at that grand gatheiing 
For banquet without stint of food and drink, withheld 

till now ; 
The spiritual counterpart of every earthly thing 
Our spirit groping sought, when night slept under her 

white brow ! 
The life, strong, purified, rich food shall nourish and 

not cloy; 
While drinks that give refreshment, strength, youth 

shall exhilarate 
To brim each blooming cheek with health, each beam- 
ing eye with joy. 
As when the impulse of a swan's full white breast all 

elate 
Fills with wave-light the face of flowers that look into 

the lake. 
To wake up from death's heavy sleep and find 'tis 

Christmas Eve ! 
•While sudden peal the Christmas bells — no memory in 

their tone 
Of lost ones, no forebodings, — through the night of 

death they ring 
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And fill it up with damorous piaise — thus into cham- 
ber lone. 

Deserted, haunted, laughing boys burst tumbling in a 
crowd, 

And Silence seated by the hearth's cold ashes rises pale ; 

As children hear those Christmas bells, with gladness 
only loud, 

So we shall hear them, yet the heart of none within 
him fail I 

For why 1 they welcome wanderers lost in the cheer- 
less nighty 
And sinking in deep snow--throu^ these their loud 

love-callings search — 
For child who left his glorious home, the happy hearth 

of rights 
But now melts, warming in the dear old voices jfrom 

the church. 
From mullioned windows tall the lights are streaming 

o'er the snow. 
Beneath each stately porch; within the lights go to 

and fro : — 
It is the noble pile well-loved ; there's a welcome for 

us all, 
As naked on the threshold of our glorious home we 

faUI 
Each wanderer shades him with his hand ; till, daring 

to look round. 
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He finds that splendour hurts him^not^ but draws his 

strengthening eye 
Through jasper cdumns doubled in the dark bright 

marble ground — 
Past floating shapes whose angel-white is doubled as 

they fly •» 
To one tall form of Man Divine from whom that 

splendour streams- 
Nought else he sees or heeds till, drawn his feet 

insensibly 
To where his eye is fixed — ^he bends him, warming 

in mild beams ; 
Then looks again ; and from that feu^e can no more 

take his eye. 
And why ? because he finds there all the fulness that 

he craved; 
The sympathy with all his heart, as if no other 

beat; 
Then springs the Love up from its long earfch-slumber ; 

as the graved 
So cold, when sister's passionate sobs, — *^ Speak 

Lazarus I" did intreat, — 
Upsprings that love the world denied when it sighed 

" his soul is lost," 
While Love slept through our candle-flares half-hidden 

in rags from sight ; 
Restless he turned, though not awake — ^the ragged 

cloak was tost ; 
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But in Weet dawn, with biid-song full, leaped out a 

child of light : 
IJpsprings that love, and diaws him up, ever gazing on 

the face, 
Because it ever looks on him, like a mellow poitiaituie : 
Love floats him, as song floats the lark, till he nestles 

in his place; 
With new-bom feel he melts into the bosom of the 

pure. 
Thus changed, and resting underneath the loye of those 

deep eyes, 
He notes a multitude, unseen tOl now, yet yery near ; 
Their heads seem pillowed quiet nigh the breast where 

he too lies — 
They move not; 'tis too sweet; they only smile that he 

is here; 
But tuck a smile — as on one lost for long a fiiend may- 
smile. 
Whom with the multitude at prayer in a solemn church 

he sees : 
A smile that teUs — ^no need for haste lest he be gone 

the while, 
Ko need to dasp him quick and dose^ — ^as when the 

dearest flees 
Pale £rom our arms, while closest held, and we meet to 

part in tears ! 
He knows them ; these have lately come, and back he 

smiles again — 
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]^ot know tliein — when his spirit grew assimilating 

theirs ! 
Oh, when upon the inmost circle of that sea are floating 

twain; 
The luminous aereal hlue of Love that eddying bears, 
And keeps them gently round His heart, the fall Central 

Source of all ; 
Shall they not know and love again, who touched in th^ 

outer flood. 
And severed, fix)m the self-same Tide could never tear 

apart, 
Circling till soon or late the souls all calmly touching 

stood? 
Their limbs lie floating languid fair in the warm thrill 

of the blue, 
like sea-plants ; while the adoring &ces fill the space, 

as those 
Of cherubs in the canvas of Sistine Madonna do, 
Kot noted, while the holiest group these into dimness 

throws. 
Each &ce has beauty of its own that love saw long 

ago, 
When others deemed him blind to aU but the image of 

his soul; 
And so he was : that seer divined the Eternal Form 

below 
The unshapely spirit^ and the unshapely frame of its 

control. 
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ThcNse chimes — afieur upon the waste we heard them long 

ago— 
They cease not ever, for some prodigal is always entering 

there; 
We heard them, when some gentle cloud athwart the 

sun sailed slow, 
And tired eyes in the softened day with worn limbs rest 

did share. 
No blooming tree of life enshrmed, leaf-stilled te hold 

the song 
That steals o'er every leaf from bowers of green close on 

the sky ; 
As some gay multitude is hushed^ when through them 

borne along 
Dead maiden with her still sweet face comes flower- 
strewn silently — 
The pulse — ^the heart— of those grand shades, that 

hidden warbler trills 
With holy silence-intervals; so love for God's own 

child, 
Even in the earth, through each fresh thought and feeling 

peace distils, 
Peace sinking down the tender shades of soul where 

love has smiled. 
But lying on the waste we heard our own heart-throbs 

alone, 
Save when some wind, a low-voiced wai^ swept mourn- 
ful firom a&r 
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For ever seeking through all space some £riend, and 

finding none ; 
Then through the restless orphan-plaint, as fix)m some 

heaven-sunk star, 
Bells hroke, soon caught away, as fix)th sun-tremulous is 

blown 
From lip of wave that overflows with laughter in its 

glide — ' 

Broke and were stifled, as a child's tones bursting to 

make known 
Some joy in spite of caution's hand laid on his mouth 

to chide — 
Broke, and then ebbed to muffled sound, as on spent 

sea-wave dies 
Its languid foam : 'tis through the dark sea swell that 

foam-light breaks ; 
And fur sweet bells through moumfiil airs, and through 

night soft fireflies ; 
And in a chastened sadness oft the soul's deep Peace 

awakes — 
Even as some balmy southern night thrills through with 

moment gleams^ 
Pale, blue, clear, liquid, wavy, lost before we deem them 

bom; 
So hauntings fix)m a holier sphere take bodies of mild 

beams 
Within us — ^Though we hold them not, yet we shall 

hold the Mom — 
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'* But this is far and dim," thou sayest ; *' life is long 

anddiear 
" With none to share its load with me, who crave but 

one to love, 
** And one my love to share with me" — " Stay-r-death 

is always near." 
" Poor comfort that our ice-cold lives to death's cold 

chasm move !" 
^< Nay, dear, their light spray-mists fly up that chasm 

rainbow warm, 
'< And sink into &esh hearts of flowers, whose clime 

is always spring 1" 

A boy I well remember at our school As fiar suc- 



From hiTTi in boyish sports as in the lessons of the 
place — 

One day he fedled when £dends were by : but how little 
did they guess 

His dioking feel, as flushed with effort vain he turned 
his face 

All spiritless away j&om them ; he felt him, what they 
deemed, 

Incapable of those things even where all the rest were 
strong. 

He turned &om their contempt, but one more sympa- 
thizing seemed : 

To meet that noble-hearted boy again I often long ; 
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For be was foremost in their games, and a hero with 

them all : 
And yet to show his thoughtful love for that shy 

stranger dared — 
Who then his false and quenchless pride — ^the worse for 

him — did call, 
And shook firom him that gentle touch, and lofty on him 

stared — 
His one true friend — he deemed him theirs whose pity 

is but scorn — 
His blood of ancient lineage rose — "!N"o cowards of our 

race 
" Have sprung at least — whatever I be — ^too long have I 

forborne." 
Defiant a wild glare of hate slow gathered in his face : 
They saw, and judged him more than ever to be mad — 
So judged he of himself in sooth. — But they cowered 

beneath his look. 
'Twas this he sought — ^a bitter smile his haughty features 

clad; 
Then slow he strode away, nor heed of low cowed 

jeermgs took. 
A building hid him ; gazing round to see that none 

were near. 
He ran as borne upon a wild blast wildly ; for the boy, 
Though delicate, was active, light, outran all like a deer ; 
But paused in thickest shades of wood that formed his 

lonely joy ; 
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Then hurrying on, down precipice of rock with naked 

feet 
He goat-like climbed, and sneered alond, as thinking 

of his mates, 
Who, skilled in manly sports, as mad his bold descent 

would treat ; 
And flushed with passions proud, where man but seldom 

penetrates, 
Back forcing thick plane-boughs, he burst upon that 

quiet place ; 
Its rich green turf was bowered close, and shadowed 

by tall trees 
That bent at times their lowest leaves to touch the 

water's fece, 
Yale flowing, slow, still, deep, dark, hidden; scarce 

feeling outer breeze.) 
Down his hot cheek some shower-drops ran he had 

brushed from vines, that trail 
Luxuriant over fig and plane ; he stood, then laid him 

low 
That cool fresh breath, so all its own, of water to 

inhale. 
And let pure silence through his soul from wood and 

water flow ; 
Then soft air feeling o'er his brow and open breast, 

he wept; 
But into his young throbbing heart a deep calm 

dawned the while. 
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As gtand forms in the twilight dawn on eyes that 

one has kept 
Par from the candle glare^ within some ancient temple 

pile. 
The world sharp-witted found their pelf in mummy 

pits with lamps, 
And; hovering round^ his lantern's feeble flickering he 

mourned, 
Until that day he left them to their wranglings in the 

damps, 
And, sitting lonely, on his soul the great world-temple 

dawned — 
He rose ; he saw the rifts of sky ; he raised his boyish 

baud— 
There's life before me wherein each his proper work 

may find ; 
This spirit is fur I^ature*s glass : TU join the poet 

band; 
And I have power of thought, and best^ the will to 

serve my kind. 
This tele I tell thee, for of late, when scarce I drew my 

breath. 
That illness was my quiet spot removed from common 

care J 
The voiceless shapes of peace that stood around were 

dipped in death, 
Whose own chill breath I felt on me from his still bed 
hidden there, 

T 
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I felt a woman's form did watch me long mghis 

tenderly, 
For love of Christ, who tended us so tenderly of yore ; 
I felt her smooth my pillows, and hend softly over me, 
And, thinking that I slept, I knew she gently closed the 

door; 
I felt her coming, going, like an angel in a dream ; 
And floating from a chamher far, low Mendelssohnian 
^..^ strains 

Flowed through me, as calm waters through the moon's 

pale image cftream, 
And melt it ; for I felt them thrill to human wants and 

pains ; 
But in their grief a quiet undertone of joy lives, when 

we list — 
They came, as to the wounded stoops some wimpled 

sister still 
Under the night upon the field to touch the burning 

wrist, 
With Heaven in her tearful eye, the cordial cup to filL 
My nerves unstrung, I could not choose but weep, and 

no one knew — 
I mourned, *' My night is neat ; and fled my day of 

work for God, 
^^ Christ's dying love did point to hovels of the starving 

not a few, 
'' While I wailed, Long and lone the way, and loiteriog 

I trod. 
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" Had all been mine, its deathless part might still be 

mine in death ; 
" But since to me it was not given, this life I should 

have firamed 
" Without it deathless ; now I hold my yet unfinished 

wreath, 
" While through liie mom 'tis whispered : "Bring to 

Me the work I claimed." 

But npw I live to stand with thee ; the night is deeply 

calm; 
The house doors open ; well we know that babbling of 

. the brook. 
Each night yon cloud like a long lake has stretched a 

spirit*arm, 
And lain pearl-molten 'neath the bill under the moon's 

pale look ; 
While from our cypress-grove above flows down the 

ruffled stream, 
In moonlight, like a crush of coils bright snakes have 

' shuffled free, 
Winds placid under the soft gaze that sinks a tender 

dream 
Of love, that might have been, or what may yet, or 

never, be. 
You know the spot* you know the stone, where I have 

loved to lie. 
And look into the clear-obscure to see the shadows slip 
T 2 
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Over each other like a shoal of ghostly fish that fly. 
And diink the liquid song that there flows over the 
streamlet's lip : — 

I huny on like a child escaped, 
Going deep in the dark that none may see me ; 
I brim with a young joy — joy unshaped, 
Bom of love, and plenty, and liberty. 

But r crow in my flashing soft over the stone. 
And I spill in running like full bowl shaken 
A low laugh, half song, where tiie treble tone 
Is but hushed to the night's rapt silentness, 

I would that we might strive fipom now to live the 

hardest life. 
Hard as unpraised, and ever trying strength at every 

point. 
We live it not, as simple, and unworthy of our strife ; 
Too stem it asks for character fine-hung at every joint : 
It is the life of natural things that each in its own 

place ' 

Fulfils its end there; such the peace that fills this 

breathing night ; 
And such, whatever work beside God gives us in His 

grace. 
Whatever joy to* make it His, is God's great primal 

right. , 
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None has tlie same, but eacli a place, however mean or 

bare, 
To hold his fragrance ; if none other smile tn'm back 

his light, 
'Tis strange if not one little growth has grateM bliss to 

spare; 
At least he springs from mother-earth with million 

blossoms bright ; 
Many a lone flower mateless yet, but not one doomed 

to die. 
To be transplanted all ; and earth is a youthful mother 

stiU; 
'Twere strange for ever to be lone in such a company. 
While winds but wave his head in Heaven, blowing 

howsoe'er they wilL 

'Tis late 1 one kiss — ^it is not far from dawn — and then 

I go ; . 
I ride the horse youVe often fed with those little hands 

of yours. 
Farewell once more — a long jGarewell — Grod bless you 

here below, 
Till Christ the Bridegroom crown you with His deathless 

orange-flowers I 
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In the wann evening haze. 
On the soft far rim of ocean, 

A full-sailed ship all solemn stays, 
Soft glowing; without motion* 

Our own the sapphire deep 

In smooth hright folds is turning, 

'Neath purpling mountains grandly steep. 
And snow-peaks glory-huming. 

Yon tender silvery shade, 
'Mid sky and sea enshrining, 

Is where the inspired seer prayed, 
And dreamed in life's declining. 

The sacred Patmos Isle, 

Where Heaven was ever moving 
Near that old man, whom Jesus' smile 

Did rest on young and loving. 
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The 8UD: sets : hues no word can tell 

The sky and sea aie blending; 
Such lie within some fairy shell; 

But not the light transcending. 

Tis beautiful : and yet my heart 
Still yearns for something better; 

Bleeding; it seeks a severed part^ 
And waits a promised letter. 

I am not ill — and yet the scene 
But leaves me blank and sickening ; 

My hearty like eyes both young and keen,' 
Where shades of death are thickening — 

Once loved, a human fn&ad — alone 

Even Paradise would weary; 
No sweet face glowing with one's own 

In feeling-r-Heaven were dreary. 

Fra^icesca and her love the seer 

Saw sad in r^ons nether; 
Tet could their fate have been so drear 

If they were stiU together! 

And yet I linger on the deck 

While twilight round is closing, 
For a dewy star the night doth fleck . 

In a cloudy rose reposing. 
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I watch the growing quiyermg star^ 
And its faint gleam on the ocean ; 

Till I see a fair arcade afar, 
And a figure without motion. 

Here tall and slender pillars gleain 
In young moon molten curving; 

Down pohshed marble floats moon-stream. 
Each arch as firamework serving, 

As &ame of shade for <slear-obscure 
Of deep and star-strewn heaven, 

And in the gloaming solemn pure 
The town-lights soften even« 

Pale houses neat in weird trees, 
The doorways glowing homely, 

And figures seated at their ease. 
Or moving, shadows comely. 

And dim vines on long trellised bowers, 

The dark mass of a tower. 
That jutting o'er the calmness lowers 

Of sea, this dream-bom hour. 

And minarets that still aspire. 
Frail, white, and tall, and slender ; 

With this old scene I cannot tire, 
Like woman,, gentle, tender*. 
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No more I stand upon the deck^ 

Or, listless, do not scan it; 
For I can see tky face and neck 

Upgleaming toward the planet. 

The star that looked on ns last week, 

When we stood there together, 
Still looks on both, cabn, deep, and meek^ 

Though parted by rough weather* 

Serene that night; now gloomed with fear, 
We're tossed, and cry out wildly; 

Yet with our eyes on that cahn sphere. 
We ought to grieve more mildly. 

Though she shall wear in her career, 
And faint out £rom the splendours ; 

Yet with her ages young and dear, 
She deepest tribute renders 

To One who lives serene for aye, 

And underlies her gloty ; 
Who, when yon constellations die, 

But turns one page of story* 

They die : He gathers them to Him ; 

All change is but external; 
The true in us may ne'er grow dim; 

For Love is God eternal 
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Yea — for our love as Heaven is pure, 
Too deep for earth to sever — . 

I could not, leaving thee, endure 
The thought that 'twas for ever. 

But since all blank the future seems ' 
From this even to the shrouding, 

No prospect of a meeting gleams j-^ 
Death shuts the rest with clouding ; 

Thou lookest on— thy raptured eyes 

With spirit pure dilating; 
Thou pointest to the deep of skies : 

See yonder — life is waiting! 

I heard thy whisper, but my sight 
Was dim with earthly humours.; . 

Yet gazed I in thy face of light, ^ 
And caught some heavenly rumours. 

First followed I thy spell-bound look; 

Saw nought, but looked beside. me; 
One last gaze in thine eyes I took, 

Found there the sight denied me. 

For there I saw an image clear 
And grand of glory fadelessy . 

Glassed deep within each tender sphere,. 
Cast down from Heaven the shadeless: 
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But oh ! 'tis not enough^ my fdeikd ! 

" Eesolve thou," cries my weakness, 
" To see her, ere shall close the end — 

'^ Eesolye it calm with meeknesa" 

If God ag will— hut all apart V 

Our lengths of life meander ; 
So I must hold thee in my hearty 

Whence thou canst never wander. 

Well, thou hast been my holiest firieiid, 

An angel watching o'er me, 
My sinking fevered ficame to mend. 

When pale death waited for me. 

But thou didst more than smooth my rest, 

And cheer me with thy smiling; 
Supply each longing unexpressed, 

Slow burning nights beguiling. 

By stinting thee of comfort, sleep,* 

For a stranger dying lonely; 
Such love did often make me weep— 

Healed not this body only. 

But when I thought my end ytss-isome ' 

Thy gentle, sweet behaviour 
Called back at first the love of home, 

Then called my loving Saviour. 
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Though sharp was the repentant pain 
For night come — ^work nnfinished— 

The love my parched heart drank like rain 
That angnlsh soft diminished. 

And afiierward, when I grew well, 

And could explore thy spirit. 
How could I with thee constant dwell, 

Nor some soul-sweet inherit? 

Together in the moonlight we 
Oft watched the waves of winter 

Dark swelling from the stormy sea, 
On iron rocks to splinter, 

In thickets like f&ii solid spar 

That grew up, hung^ and vanished, 

Out of the thunderous ocean-jar, 
That silence smote and banished. 

They writhed snake-lengths along the rock, 
Tom white, their rage divulging. 

Then bent, crests foaming, to the shock, 
With huge ^eck-muscles bulging ; 

And flung them with a frenzied roar 

Full weight upon the shingle, 
To crush and tear the shuddering shore. 

And deathy froth to mingle. 
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The waye that blindly fell on fete 

Below us, heard, but hiding, 
We viewed his broken body's mate 

In light spray form upgliding. 

So broke the long, long wave in light 

And burst — a thing of glory ; 
Xow.dim seen, now with moonbeams dight. 

To yon far promontory. ^ 

Anon some ' smothered thunder shook' 

The floor beneath and casement, 
Big billows rush through cavemed nook, 

Hurled staggering from the basement,; 

Hurled on the wave advancing proud 

To mar that stride of power, 
Which broken with confusion loud 

Majestic still did tower. 

Whose mad leap shook the old crag to fright. 
With white fit-froth bespattered; 

Upflung pale arms into the night*— 
The mighty heart lay shattered. 

We felt the salt spray on our cheek; 

With hissing splash the water 
Fell prone with dissolution weak, 

As warrior in the slaughter. 
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When clouds thrown off the moon obscnied 
Eeyealed that waste despairing, 

Foam-cataracts seemM wildly poured, 
Or long shreds languid wearing, 

Heaving upon an ebon deep ; 

Kow murky clouds big lowering^ 
A snake-tongue of blue light did leap 

With sky-grash overpowering. 

We closed the window — ^we retired, 

To a cheerful fire returning. 
Thou shadedst from mine eyelids tired 

The bright lamp that was burning. 

My host — fur children on his knee — 

Bead out that thrilling story 
Of Edgar's lone tower by the sea, 

Poor Lucy's bridal gory* 

But yon near creek, when moms were fine, 
Down-climbing oft I swum there, 

And afternoons, by help of mine. 
Thyself would often come there. 

In sunset calms^ in yonder bay, 
Each wave, long purple heaving. 

Its lone course closed from far away, 
Died, mystic wine receiving. 
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Blushed crimson each uplooking face, 

Surprised with heavenly vision, 
The long dull journey, crowned with grace, 

Fell, flushed with light Elysian. 

With gleaming convents' hamlets set, 

In terraced mulberries bowered, 
All purple-crimson ocean-met, 

The mountain ranks uptowered. 

Eavines profound, plum-bloomed — ^the sky 

Eound yon peaks clear abiding — 
But when we buried him, on high 

Boiled shroud-mists were dividing. 

Still swathed in gloom grand Sunnin's form. 

His snow-&ce woke all glorious, 
As Lazarus waked from death grew warm — 

His eyes on Christ victorious. 

My cup beneath thy radiant vase 

I held some drops to gather — 
But, parted now these spirit-jars, 

I look up to the Father. 

Yet my poor cup— though it may lie 
"Where Eastern sunbeams shower — 

Hard frost will evermore defy 
Their warming, softening power ! 
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I know not what my course will be. 
But thank my Gk)d9 the giyer, 

For hours refreshing spent with thee. 
Soft breathing on life's feyer, 
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What though this frame be weak, I scorn 
The life meii speiid in watching 

This paltry life from night to mom. 
That is not worth the patching ! 

joy to climb some snowy peak, 

Explore its pathless wonders, 
Up chamois-ways adyentores seek, 

And list hoarse torrent thunders; 

With naked feet up predpice. 
Quick, lest the ledges &il me; 

With clinging hands climb toward the ice 
Where aviUnches hail me I 

Or losing tracks, to scrape a hold 
For footsteps cautious cowering, 

Along a steep slope, bare and bold. 
With a chasm beneath me lowering, 
u 
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To fed the heart and pulses beat 

With laptuious exoltatioiil 
0, goal by healthful perils sweet. 

Won dear the lofty station! 

To breathe the mountain air — to hear 

The tinkling bells of cattle; 
To rest in cot of mountaineer 

Mid sounds of spirit battle. 

For under the cold stars and moon 
Big mountain masses crumble, 

Down awftd sweeps they slide in swoon. 
Scrape dinging, leap, and tumbl& 

Dire crash — and silence doses cold, 
As o'er a body water; 

High peaks snow-light serendy hold- 
Dies round the mountain laughter. 

So Satan, down God's robe, still, stem, 
'^eath myriad calm eyes dooming, 

Falls down the heights of loye that spurn 
Him, dutching through the glooming! 

And once I, coasting in the nortih, 
By some dark cove was sailing. 

When one did dare me to set forth 
Those beetling difGs light scaling. 
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They saw me reach high pointy and cheered ; 

With that their wavings ended. 
For a narrow green ledge tempting peered 

In air o'er sea suspended. 

I disappeared, and laid me low, 

Black cormorants rose screaming ; 
The trackless ocean spread below, 

Half shadow, and half gleaming : 

And solemn nnder the silent sky 

Yon wingM ship is lying; 
Dun clouds in leaden air brood high, 

O'erhead the rock slow flying. 

On sailing as I dreamy see, 

Up where it towers above me: 
Such solitude's grand -mystery 

Hath strongest power to move me. 

So far aboTe the waves am I, 

Their murmurs hearing fiedntly ; 
Far, far away the sea doth die, 

like one scarce breathing saintly— 

Who melts to heaven in the grey dawn 

But undimmed glass and feather. 
Those lips do stir not, show him gone— 

We long to go together. 
V 2 
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So on the &r horizon lost 
In luminous haze the ocean^ 

Best, rest at last for the passion-tost, 
Quenched each vain earth-emotion! 

Entranced do I dissolye away 
In stillness, nought to stir it; 

Vain dus^ yain biUows, God doth lay 
In the calm of His own spirit 

Calm, free, and deep, and cdleni^ vast, 

In Grod's Soul quiet waitings 
The narrow and the human cast, 

In Deity dilating 

The petals of my soul unfold, 

And blossom upward slowly; 
In warm light dews my waters cold 

To freshen earfch rise holy, 

I feel the Eternal throb around; 

Afar from men and passions; 
Man near would rend with closeless wound 

The Calm my soul that fashions. 

It lifts me from the deeps within. 
In the grand whole to blend me: 

Ye wild birds; welcome ! we are kin; 
Man only can offend me. 
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A gleam of saiilight< — ^lo ! the form 

Of this grand mount stupendous 
Is thrown upon the sea grown warm, 

A phantom shade tremendous! 

I know these moments too are vain 

That lead to proud abstraction ; 
Stem will must bum them in the grain : 

Man's cahn lies deep in action. 

The absolute is energy — 

Man, son of the great Father ; 
So Christ self conquering did die, 

AU sons in Him to gather. 

Alone at this Berth's feet — ^no din 
Of world — ^the great blind Stature 

Should from the mean our spirits win, 
Not make us hate our nature. 

But draw us to a wider love 

Of what is traly human; 
As in lone walks to Bethany throve 
' Christ's love for man and woman. 

So take these hours thankMIy; 

Why may we not enjoy them? 
In danger^s jungles death may lie, 

As springing lairs employ them. 
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But life witlioat socli homs is naug^^ 

Experience not ezliaiuting ; 
Experience may be dearly bought^ 

But stiengih is in the costing 

What pains aie taken to pieserve 

Poor yessels given for filling 
With nectar — empty they deseiye 

Bat shi vftrjyi g— mft thiiig spilling ! — 

Who cares for potdierds? but if broken 
While pouring Gk)d's drink in them, 

The firagrance' rising^ a token 
We did well la l)eg]n them. 

Happy the yoong who die in war 
For a right cause grandly fighting! 

In agony from home afiEur, 
Death their brief life is lighting. 

And happier still those warriors 

Of Christy who 'mid diseases 
Of body, soul, uphold his cause. 

Scorn all the world that pleases. 

Who view aghast the throng of slaves 
Enchained 'mid whom they labour, 

Tet work through trust in Him who saves, 
And love for suffering neighbour. 



FOBTIS IN ABDUIS. 295 

By dying bed you find them bent. 

For passing soul deep praying; 
Each sorrower perplexed and spent 

Before them troubles laying. 

Thus worn, fatigued, new schemes they weave 

To help the wretched, sinning, 
TiU some low-quarter fever cleave. 

Or they drag. them pale and thinning; 

For strength doth fedl them — Chappy part — 
No wife, nor child, to hold them — 

To n^oum and want them — afresh at heart; 
Though torn, young, Christ doth fold them. 

We die— our few years mi^st be told; 

But grand, however flying, 
The life that's long enough to hold 

A truly noble dying! 

For me, Tve dreamed, and deeply thought, 

And felt ; but would be doing ; 
Into a strong rope must be wrought 

These life-strands, dust bestrewing. 

My vase is frozen; perchance I need 

To shiver it in flinging. 
Where the spikenard freed may loosen indeed 

Sweet breathing in upwinging I 
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Let hideouB crawling things aionndy 
But half-dothed in politeness, 

With yenomons fangs thy life sonoundy 
Safe in thy natire whiteness 1 

By loathsome innendoes they 
Love hurting spirits tender; 

When foul world-serpents &ng8 display, 
Then devils tribute raider 

To him or her who dares to stir 
Their conscience, putrid even; 

Then pestilence doth lise to blur 
The very stars in heaven 1 

Shamed but a moment for their life, 
They hate the intruding shamer^^ 

Then 'gainst a sister, poison-rife, 
Else sisters to de£une hef. 



Lapped in their silk^, in :gllded styes 

The world's tmclean are lyings 
Or ogling out of inane eyes, 

Or feeding, or deciying. 

When lor-thexe comes— what does she here? 

A woman, angel-gleaming; 
The reeking twilight shrinks in fear; ) 

^ey dazzled with the beaming 



Close bleared lack-lustre eyes for 
Then, opening them, they view her; 

But jaundiced with their own disease ; 
And with their filth would stiew her. 

To quench such spirits they asperse; 

But if the world cotdd bind them. 
They know not God with deeper curse 

Than Sodom's &r would grind them. 

This world's dark prince who hounds them on 

Has lean dogs of aU classes; 
Both high and low can pounce upon, 

And hunt, Christ's lamb that passes. 

This is a cross: the world so railed 

Against our spotless Saviour; 
Anger and grief His heart assailed 

At their unjust behaviour. 
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Yet ne'er He flinched : "Thon shalt not save"- 
They cried— and left Him loving ; 

With &ce marred, darkened by the grave, 
Divine forgiveness proving. 

** Forgive them, Father, for they know 
** Not what they do :" yea^ Jesus ! 

Our souls we smother gix>velling so; 
God love us ! as He sees us ! 

He doth; His Son He sent; that Son, 

With our imkindness bleeding, 
Prayed for us ; we will loathe not one, 

Each love and pity needing. 
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EiCH vines hang ripening clusters nndemeath 

Their green leaves nestling mth shy childhood curls, 

Stippling the £Eur hill with light shallow green; 

A spread of purple water; and beneath 

My feet a locust chirp by the low wall 

At tuxies, and leap of red wings through the grass. 

Up there a shadowy presence downward tends, 

Fading the light with dark chiU wing unseen; 

Tet it is calm clear grey, though glooming slow; 

And as deep beauty not yet seen does pass 

For your dear eye of love into a fiace 

Of a loved Mend, that looks with dying eye 

On you, as soul a moment thrills through soul ; 

So Heaven-stars, you fill the fainting space 1 
* « « * * 

And thou, O star. 

Thou foremost of the doubtful throng. 
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Still blending with the sinking Day, 

Behind, scaice seen; 
Friends lukewarm round a falling king. 
Who of his fedl nncertain are — 
He yet seems strong; 
With grand nntronbled brow be moves to deatb- 

Thon, beedless all 
Of sel^ forth lookest long before 
His death, the berald of a cause 
Thou deemest rigbt; 
Fair. in thy shrinking maiden light, 
Thou comest forth to call 
Her at the door, 
'Calm trancM Mght, widow^ beautiful. 

Thou bumest faint, 

like flickering gem in running stream; 

Drop-like, tear-like, shakest thou — 

Come^ come and stay! 

The noisy glare has passed away. 

That fiighted'thee — and my dead saint; 

Bring by the hand that holy dream f 

Bright bird, all's hushed. 

Steal (mce more through the dusk ! — * 

Hanging up high 

In the glooming crystalline, 

Silver, ever-living lamp, 
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In a dim and lioly space; 
Sink not nor die, 
Swimmer in the sky- 
Swoon noty though sickening; 
Cool shades are thickening; 
Hame clinging ever, 
Though winds endeavour 
Thy life to sever; 
Feehly thy candle 
A night secret glows, 
For fear the hot king-sun 
Drag thee from repose. 

Bright, bright, yet brighter, 

As the eve all saddens around; 

light, lights yet lighter, 

Thy fall happy life is found. 

Clear, clear, yet clearer, 

Thine eye in the death shadow hour ; 

Near, near, yet nearer. 

Thy heaven-bud orbs to the flower. 

Ah! who shall brush those stars away^ 
Though they shake dewdrops in the deeps of sky 1 
And who our heart's best hopes shall lay? 
Our Faith shall grow: she cannot die! 

The light is drained; 

But droppings ebb out clustering, 
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And thioagli unbodied violet 

Of night sky sphere 

The mystic glow lives grandly dear — ^ 

Faith in dark souls engramed — 

Or hallowing 

Unknown of some dd nigh effiused love. 

And as I gaze 

Kow on yon solid orb that splits, 

Its edges shooting threads of gleam, 

As sun in pines 

Pamps jets through chinks in rainbow lines, 

A star with roused amaze 

Winks — as moth flits 

From wooded shade thwart sunshine, fluttering. 

But higher, lo! 

Hangs soaked the drapery of the night, 

Bulged by the weight of myriad worlds — 

The Milky Way— 

As through gauze apron fiedr hands stay, 

A light of flowers may glow; 

Or limbs milk white 

Breathe sleeping 'neath a slender purple veil 

star. 

What art thou? 

Poised on buoyant wing, 
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Oh thou dost seem to sing 
A wondrous song; 
While thou dost shiver, 
And thy wings quiver, 
With inmost ecstasy t 

O star, 

What art thou? 

Well do I love the lark, 

And him who charms the dark, 

Afloat on song; 

Their pulses thrilling 

With their heart trilling, 

Caught up and glorified. 

O star, 

What art thoul 

Canst thou be as these are; 

And art thou come from fax, 

winged isle, 

To see our sleeping, 

Now nearer creeping, ^ 

O thou world symphony? 

Star, 

What art thou? 

Birds gush out and die; 

Tears choke us when we try 
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*Io echo them. 
Does thy life fountain 
l^ever stop mounting; 
One well of melody ? 

O star. 

What art thoul 

A world that holds no tomb 

JFor children of its womb. 

That painless beais; 

Each life for others. 

All sisters, brothers, 

Hapt in love harmony 1 

O star, 

What art thou ? 

Does no fate chain you there, 

I^or sternly bid you tear 

Love fixjm your heart? 

Here young life-juices 

Dry without uses — • 

Sundered our flowers die. 

O star. 

What art thoul 

Hold'st thou no envy, hatel 

Here love wakes up too late. 

And calls — ^they're gone—- 
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Gold men heap greedily 
Dead liands drop speedily — 
l^one for the starving ones! 

star, 

What art thou? 

Thou art a convoy 

Of saints who've won their joy, 

bearing this old earth home; 

Each pulse of your winging 

Love's light music flinging, 

As when oars part a moonlit lake. 

O star. 

What art thou? 

You look upon our spark; 

O sure 'tis dashed with dark! 

As our star moves, 

Her face with hands she covers, 

Veiled in loose hair she hovers, 

Shamed through your sisterhood! 
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He has a IoyoLj head : 

For it is domed with yeneiation high. 

And Mis with giacefol line 

About the curves of firmness and of self-esteem : 

And leaves a narrow space behind the little ear. 

And then the light-brown locks, 

So soft and silky with Inxoriance wild 

Mung lying heaped 

Like children tossed together in the sunny hay, 

Wave crossing topping imderlying delicate wave; 

As when the sun looks through 

Some sea-wave rounds up in the bosom white 

Of sandy bay, and spent, 

Yet slides a clear fold o'er the crystal lip beneath, 

And higher thins into an airy gleam of froth. 
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The shadows in his curls 
Are soft and deep as in the mazy mass 
And infinite labyrinth 

Of leaves starfloweis and grasses of a wood at spring, 
While tender lie the sunbeams through them here 
and there. 

Behind his hair sweeps o'er 

With curve of grace, then sheer pours down, and light 

Just at the turn with glory hand 

Burnishes it, as sun a waterEall that slips 

Full broad and happy from the burning heaven kiss ; 

And later feathers up, 

As brown beech-boughs — or in a spray of gold 

As cascade that has dropped; 

And down his cheeks it flows like falls, so slight, 

They blow to bridal veils of mist, to spirit floats. 

Around it has a look 

Of cloud that languishes into pure day; 

And stray hairs from the mass 

Meander, interlacing as the gossamer fine 

That glances now, now sinks in shadow of wild growths^ 

But soft they overhang, 

And shade his fair full brow, vine-tendril-like. 

That tiny curl from leaves 
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To watch the clear foam sheet down where a dewy swell 
Of bluebells dreams on either side — his Jaige sonl-eyes. 

They stoop, I deem, to look: 

And with the nestling childish cnrl of love 

They fondly droop along 

The perfect peachy round of cheeks like frail sea-shells ; 

In texture, bloom, a flower that melts from white to rose. 

The delicate nose, the turn 

Of nostril proud, the short curved upper lip. 

The full ripe drop of red; 

Below the tender grace of his harmonious chin. 

That softens into white azalea round his neck. 



THE 

DEATH OF SIE HENEY HAVELOCK * 



God called at last from fortli that storm of blood, 

When all stood paralysed with horror — God 

His chosen called to his allotted work. 

Deliver my fiend-leagaered fainting ones ! 

He seems like one whom menials have scorned, 

But whom some king now summons fixjm their midst 

In hour of deadliest danger, while they shrink 

Helpless abashed, as up that mean man strides, 

A knight full trusted to work victory ! 

We watched him as with dauntless little band 

That human sea which boiled, and flew, and fell, 

He sternly clove ; nor paused until they pressed 

In Lucknow yonder, woman pale and child, 

And strong young man turned gi*ey, yet spake no word, 

But only bowed upon that grasping hand, 

Godrsent to snatch them fiwm the brink of helL 

In each new peril of this monstrous strife 

* Written on first hearing the news. 



310 DEATH OP SIR HENRY HAVELOCK. 

Our souls leapt up at naming of his name, 
Since fiercest perils crouched tame at his feet. 
Or slunk abashed from sunlook of his eye ! 
But such soul-strain wears out the feeble flesh : 
Still bore he up that wearied fednting £rame 
With all the strength of his immortal soul ; 
But God must teach who nerves a human arm } 
So called His servant — ^while those men-wolves closed 
And howled thick thirsty round, — ^the warrior hear^ 
And knew his work was done — From England now- 
Stern Clyde had fought his way ; that failing hand 
Had clasped in his — ^Then white with baffled hate 
Those foes fell back, as Havelock smiling cast 
Serene the worn-out body at their feet, 
And through them all rose up a conqueror ! 
Thank God, my countrymen, for such a man ! 
^is England nurtures such : he's not the last : 
Xict hiTTi not be the last — he falls, he falls — 
The mighty leader — snatch the reeling flag. 
The glorious tattered banner, from his hand, 
His loosening hand, and bear it, countrymen, 
Ear on, on through their sundered iron mass, 
And plant it deep where Satan sits enthroned ! 
We waited for him ; yea> we called him home j 
We knew not that another voice had called ; 
And, like the infant whom some fiiend invites, 
Eriend he would shyly sidle toward of yore, 
But now will heed not ; for he hears a tone 
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Gentler, more distant, borne on the warm air, 
Call him another way, his mother's tone ; 
He listens, lightens through, and bounds away ; 
Our hero thus, whom we did fondly call. 
Hearing a voice we heard not, turned aside — 
We knew not they were looking out for him 
More eagerly than we, a nobler crowd, 
With palms in hand, and crowns of victory, 
A crowd of conquerors of every age. 
Of every nation, once despised and poor, 
Now kings for evermore, and priests to God ! 



"HAUT TON" AND "LOW TON." 



I SAW the pale figures all sowing away 

Day and night; 
And I saw one dark figure there stealing away 

From the light; 
And I saw the brief flutter of scanty skirt there 

On the ledge, 
And a wild woman's features I saw by the glare 

On the bridge! 
And the lady in silks she had fingered so light 
Sailed proud through the gorgeous hall; 
And the men wore the clothes that were made in 

the night, 
That were made at the Sweater's Ball. 



IN ENGLAND. 



Clear brown carp, with one beat of tail, 
Still, though they move, as amber-flies, 
Large clustered through the limpid sail 
To where the green reflection lies. 
Which grows into them as they go; 
The image of sunlit beech leaves; 
Then melt into the open blue; 
Till sudden one the quiet cleaves, 
To make small eddies that grow wide 
And mix with dimples here and there, 
That insects dint with long-legged stride; 
Beneath a swim of heated air; 
See dreamy doubtful motions pass. 
Which flow in shadow o'er the lake. 
Scarce hinted down the banks of grass. 
Now see a smaller perch awake. 
And bolder shadow climb the trees, 
Stirred from the depths of varied herbs, 
Glad rippling to the moment breeze. 
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Which, freehening down, the calm disturbs. 
Note yonder rose-bush drooping low 
0*eT where the mass of light is sunk, 
Black 'gainst the sky's intensest glow. 
From marge to marge the glory's drunk, 
Blinding and solid — ^sure the sun 
Does bathe all through the waters here: 
The roses moveless bending down 
The loss of this deep trance do fear; . 
The melting of this speechless sense ; 
Rapt as the prostrate souls above, 
Who, Med with joy most ftdl, intense, 
Dream into heaven's fire-glass sea, 
Mute seeing mirrored heavenly Love, 
The veiled incarnate Deity. 
Two squirrels in the tall trees sit, 
And leap and shake the foliage thick; 
Up yon bare branch I see one flit — 
I hear them clucking loud and quick; 
And husks of beech-nuts emptied clean 
Close at my feet they feasting strew. 
Now higher fixjm leaf-nook unseen 
Moats the wood-pigeon's plaintive coo; 
Floats dropping sweet-sad memories 
Of boyish days — of precious hours, 
Snatched in the dull blank life of sighs : 
As on a duU road clover-flowers 
Branch-tangled caught from high-laden cart 
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Tired children snatch — those moments dear 

When, freed our wrongly-burdened heart 

From boy or pedant tyrant fear, 

We breathed fresh air of home thrice blessed, 

And mother Nature kissed our eyes 

Swollen, red, and deepest love impressed; 

She boasted not, nor said "be wise.'* 

We learned and knew not, but all through 

Her great calm tender love did flow; 

We nothing learned that we could show — 

Thus taught our human mother too; 

Her looks, her tones, our being thrilled, 

And made us buoyant to transcend 

The deadening dose from words distilled 

Unjudging fools gave without end. 

Frail sorrel trembling droops its bells; 

Forget-me-nots do hide the brink; 

The deep sky-blue-eyed speedwell dwells 

In this bank's moss wherein I sink. 

Would that I could dissolve away, 

And be the soul — ^no toil, no guile— ^ 

Of this deep calm rapt summer day, 

Whose eyelid soft shuts with Mnt smile ! 

I would awake, and dream, and sleep 

Over my home for ever — N'o! 

My Gk)d a truer rest doth keep 

For me : He drops its image low 

To bid me look what He reveals 
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Up higher : Christ doth Kve on high ; 

And Nature thrills, as one who feels 

But sees not him who passes nigh. 

Nature the open door; within 

I catch Christ's dimmed eye on my sin: 

She glows as water underneath 

The pure heaven-spirit hues of eve. 

Mine is His life: the life heneath 

Unknowing grows; but we who live 

Know it, and climb through trust and love, 

Through toil and conquered self, in Him 

Who by His holy anguish wove 

This Nature-glory — 'tis but dim 

Beside the life in which it grows; 

The Spirit-life of love, our life^ 

Which makes us know this Earth — repose — 

Our rest blooms out of tears and strife ! 



A LEGEND OF DUKLTJCE, 



The old chief leaves his vaulted hall, 
Hearth embers redden dim; 

His vast shade lengthens up the wall, 
His daughter follows him. 

With downcast eye, with flurried step, 
That beauteous maiden waits; 

Good-night scarce stirs his sullen lip ; 
Far-echoed huge he stalks. 

But she flits up the turret stair 

To gain her chamber lone; 
Then, shivering, loosens nutbrown hair, 

Unhasps the jewelled zone : 

Pale, eerie-eyed, white-robed— one hand 
Pressed to her wild while heart; 

Mass of wave-tresses, loosed from band. 
She clutches — ^lips apart 
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" Hard on the hour we fixed for flight ; 

** But never would he steer 
" Bark toward this iron-bound coast to-night, 

« This ghastly night of fear I " 

With keening wail the hurricane 

Her tower casement tried; 
Battled it — shook the old pile again-^ 

Or was it the Banshee cried? 

Dunluce stands flush with crag that sheer 

Con&onts that northern sea, 
Which skies o'erfrown as deep hell drear, 

Lashed maddened horribly. 

One deep hoarse roar — dread swollen, as rushed 

Some lion wave on the rock, 
That, white with mad froth, hurled it crushed, 

Whose foam, tossed in the shock 

Pale, ghostly tall, back hissing splashed; 

But through vast echoing caves 
Beneath, with smothered thunder crashed 

Those castle-shaking waves. 

She seized the lamp — adjusting it 

Within the embrasure nigh — 
" Ho would not, must not, come — and yet 

^'To morrow — let me die! 
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" To morrow ! — 'twas perforce I vowed 

*' To be another's bride— 
" My father's choice — hard, cruel, proud — 

« God ! that I had died ! 

" My heart's own chief — young, brave, so true I 

" My chosen — ^thou only — ^mine I 
" Thou only, whatsoe'er they do — 

** Thine, thine, for ever thine ! " 

Forth looked she. Thunder-roU of sky 

Mixed with that ocean roar ; 
Then light forked purple suddenly 

The dense gloom ghastly tore — 

Fair weltering water-waste revealed, 

And castle pile ash-hued 
Upon its pale crag, and revealed 

What froze her as she stood — 

A bark, on mountain wave uptossed, 

Bitten round of famished foam ; 
One there as lord of that pale host, 

Commanding. — He is come! 

One moment staring stiff she bent; 

Ear preternatural strung. 
She deemed she heard his tones that rent 

The roar, so shriUy rung. 



320 A LEGEND OF DUNLUCE. 

A moment only — ^then lorn sliriek 
Pierced those lone spaces through ; 

Ghostlike she flitted through to seek 
Grim cave that seaward grew. 

And figures gathered on the strand, 

With flaring torch and rope; 
All there — some shouted hoarse command — 

Yet scarce one dared to hope. 

How shall that fragile form make way 
Thwart fierce hrine-breathing wind? 

Frail drenched dress clings and flaps to stay; 
Long dense hair streams behind 

Thick foam-flakes catch it as they whirl — 

She presses, set as death — 
Behold yon cataract-surge uphurl 

Some body reft of breath! 

They rush to drag it high — she sees, 
And bursts them wondering through — 

*Tis a fair young corpse across their knees. 
Proud chieftain of that crew. 

And she has glued to blanched salt lips 

Her own as white and frore; 
Her arms strain round him as he drips, 

"Who ne'er may heed them more. 
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Inwardly moaning, from him torn, 
She laughs, then sinks in swoon; 

Next to his bosom found they worn 
Fair tress, her parting boon. 

Long burned she raving, nights and days; 

At length kind death is come, 
They thought one eve at sun's last gaze. 

To take the weary home. 

But from the deep calm sleep she woke; 

And that stem father wept — 
Alas ! the large eye wandering spoke. 

Her gentle spirit yet slept. 

Slept dreaming; happier so for her! 

Oft in the still midnight 
•A plaintive song they used to hear — 
The same at morning light. 

And ever it was this, the same; 

They say this was the song 
On^ used to love when erst he came 

Sore hurt in strife, and long 

She tended him, sang him to sleep, 

And soothed him seraph-sweet; 
The same she sang him on the steep. 

And where they used to meet 

Y 
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Within the grove, when he could stir 

Languid to drink the air; 
And now 'twas dimly dear to her, 

As she wandered here and there. 

They blessed her, each rude servitor, 

Her they had loved, a child; 
Their maiden princess who flowering bore 

Her honours kind and mild. 

They blessed her flitting to and fro, 
White-robed, oft brushed a tear, 

listing her song well-known float low. 
So plaintive-sweet, so dear. 

When May-flowers opened in the grove, 
That bloomed there once, they say. 

That was the haunt she best did love. 
By night last as by day. 

Till soon 'twas rare to see her pass — 

Only they heard the voice — 
But once they searched the castle, the grass, 

All £ur haunts of her choice, 

Yet never found her; so they deem 

Kind Mries of the dale 
Changed her at moonrise laid in dream 

To their one nightingale. 



BEIDAL SONG. 

Snmg by child/ren strewing floioers, June 12, 1862. 

Dearest lady, loved of all. 

Gifts undying, rich and true. 
O'er thy path kind heaven let fall 

More than fading flowers we strew ! 

Since thou hast not sought thine own, 
Wants of others sweet supplied, 

Our great Father's care is shown, 
Making thee a happy hride. 

Take her, Bridegroom — shield her well, 
Treasure of ours resigned to thee; 

On you both Christ's blessing dwell, 
Now and through eternity ! 

If some fleeting shade o'erwing 
Sward of lustrous life green-gold, 

Startle not — ^but closer cling — 
Lo ; He smiles behind the fold ! 
T 2 



A BUEIED PAST. 



You have buried the Past down deep, you and he, 

Down deep ; 
The once beautiful form lies silently 

In sleep. 
Neath mound spade-flattened, well-turfed, and neat, 
There cannot be much of the face so sweet 
Not festered and fit for the worms to eat; 
Very little to guess her beauty by. 
Dear lady of the glittering eye ! 

The Past that eve stood faint yet fair, 

With droop 
Of fingered blossoms nigh you there — 

" Come, loop," 
She sighed, " your arms about me now ! 
" These faded flowers shaU thrill and blow 
" As fair as when you roved, you two, 
" Twined fondly *neath the wood's deep shade, 
" Or as by mountain-stream you strayed." 
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An(J you nearly turned your stately head. 

Cold fate 
Seemed thawing in your eyes — a tread 

Sedate 
Upon the lowest stair — how swift 
Of softness was that face bereft ! 
For him yon door ajar you left, 
And pointed — then quick even as thought 
Some cambric kerchief up you caught, 

With stranger cipher broidered neat, 

You know; 
With chloroform it was soaking wet; 

And so 
You thrust it into that sweet sweet face, 
And smothered her pleadings in the lace. 
You dragged her swooning to some dark place, 
And met the new comer unruffled quite, 
Ere well the first was out of sight. 

He did not pause — ^he had seen enough, 

I ween — 
That very night> though the weather was rough 

And keen, 
They brought him a little scented note; 
You asked him help bury one he wot — 
Queer to bury a body yet hot ! 
But he went, as ever, submissively. 
Dear lady of the glittering eye ! 
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She lay theie bvely as before 

She was; 
Chill hands their &ded blossoms bore. 

" She has 
" Scarce more death-look," he whispers across — 
With hardest smile the head you toss — 
" One end of the bier take — ^no loss 
" Of time — ^the grave is dug ! *' — ^and so 
You bear her — ^you are strong, you know ! 

In a dell remote by a cypress tall, 

While fly 
Clouds o'er the moon's broad blanchfed ball. 

You spy 
Grave ready dug ; you thrust her in 
Without shell or coflfin — "*Tis never a sin 
" So she be dead ; but can we win 
" Eest if she live ? she may stir down there, 
" And haunt us, haunt us everywhere ! " 

Into your features fall he gazed, 

And fuU 
The moon looked— not a scruple hazed 

Their cool 
Hard metal; but a smile of scorn 
Curled lips on point for aye to turn 
From one on whom they used to bum 
In what seemed love — " You may fear — ^not I — 
" Ghosts in this nineteenth century ! " 
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The shadow of the cypress fell 

Upon 
His face — he saw you leave the dell 

r the moon. 
A moment his howed head inclined 
In pressed hands— cursing not your kind — 
He knew there are fresh true hearts to find. 
So he plucked the passing frenzy forth, 
And trod it out upon the earth. 
You deemed he would stay to mope and die. 
Dear lady of the glittering eye ! 
Nay, one sat waiting, fresh and true; 
Toward her love set with current due, 
For ever — ^witched an hour hy you. 

Yet since man oft misjudges man, 

Mayhap 
He hath misjudged you. Scarcely can 

A gap 
So wide yawn 'twixt what then you were, 
Or seemed; how long, so true, so fair; 
And what now he must deem you are. 
You may be right and he be wrong; 
This both may learn ere very long — 
Not here — Howe'er it be, to part 
On earth for aye with bitter heart 
Seems ill, unwise. Now calm you grow 
With distance. For the hours you know 
He prays — God guide you as you go ! 



THE BONDSMAN FRER 



The world, a fell enchanter's hold, 

Hath bars of gold, and golden chain, 
Eich pillars of colossal mould. 

Smooth floors with oft a blood-red stain- 
Stem towers grim scale Heaven's glowing height : 

Within pale captives lie in dream ; 
To whom gold bars black scar the light ; 

Men walk ; yet only waking seenL 

One prisoner lies, and listless sees 

Yon fading arras-figures move, 
As chill wind stirs them, deeming l^ese 

Lords, stately ladies, live and love. 

Yet sprightlier beings hover near, 
With all the semblance fair of life j 

With bloom and smile : he pays their leer ; 
And deems this living; wisdom-rife. 
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From nigh there steals on breezy wings, 
One summer eve, when semblance palled, 

An artless treble of one who sings, 

Through that live tomb where he lies walled. 

'Twas sweet; yet on a listless ear 

And dull those fresh pure accents fell; 

Mixed with his dream; but long and clear 
That maiden warbled by the well 

Yon bubbling spring beneath the oak — 
And, as earth parched by weary drought 

Eain first but wets and makes to smoke ; 

With grateful scents, but plants to sprout, 

When thrilled at heart with life at last ; 

So through his heart's entranced drouth 
Her voice sank; veils dropped off the past; 

Will woke; he longed to clasp the Truth! 

But those tranced limbs refused to flee ; 

He lay there gathering his strength : 
Then started up, and wrenched him free ; 

And burst out into Life at length. 

Even as Samson, lulled to sleep 

In smooth Delilah's treacherous lap, 
Woke, stretched, burst on the pigmy heap, 

Who deemed their green withs could not snap — 
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The world's poor slaves ! 'tis Will we lack 

To see, to search for, do, the right : 
In the dense mass our souls we pack, 

And stifle so — ^without is Light. 

'Tis glamour all ! pure air he breathes ; 

Looks o'er yon far sun-drenched champaign ; 
His living maiden fast en wreathes; 

And ne'er may be a slave again! 

For where the haughty donjon nigh. 
Its twilight splendours, golden chains? 

Vast shade dissolving in the sky ! 

Try one strong wrench, and what remains ? 

Nought morel what though the well-dressed dead 
Should mow at him from the embrasures there — 

Will he bate for that his freedman tread, 
With chest less wide inhale God's air? 

Wni he hold less tight his breathing maid — 
His maiden fresh from the hand of God — 

For vampire bosoms to sale displayed, 
All sleek with gorging human blood? 

I trow not — ^he hath seen them close, 

And scorned — ^and chosen the true, the high. 

The better part— Ah ! woe for those 
Who sink beneath the treachery ! 



ECILA— WINTER 



In the gloaming, angel-child, 
Turn those eyes seraphic mild 
Away from us, downcast intent 
On thy thrilling instrument. 
Ivory fingers lithely squander 
From white keys they overwander 
Eoamlike, fairy. 
Music airy, 
Or deep dreamy weird sublime. 

Uttering thy soul-music so — 

Or why thus feeling doth it flow? 

'Tis not for us O little bird ! 

It Would gush if no one heard — 

When the moontranced woods are budding. 

Sweet lone nightingale is flooding, 

Though none listen, 

Leaves that glisten — 

Guileless heart will overflow. 
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Feels it want it cannot shape, 

And so sadnsweet lets longing 'scape, 

For some mate, dim-dreamed, away 

Toward the rising of the day — 

O'er yon water, vast and lonely, 

Whose one path the moon makes only ? 

Gentle maiden, 

Is it laden 

Thus, thy music, Ecila? 

Well may this flameless firelight gloat, 

Though shadow fondle o'er thy throat 

And hosom, still and deep upon 

Slight flower-soft nape, and silken brown 

Of simple looped hair, all over-rosing, 

Bound shoulder and slim waist reposing : 

In robe close fittiug 

GraceM sitting. 

In violet robed, child Ecila ! 

Full well thy music mirrors thee — 

StiU childlike gentle Purity, 

With highest woman's brave strong Love, 

Self-governed, wise, no dread can move; 

"No crystal hard thy sweet warm spirit; 

Though humblest cares of life can stir it, 

!N"o jarred silt hiding 

Mars its clear gliding; 

Lurks no stain in its limpid wave. 
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As thou wellest, laughing fount, 
Deep down gem-pebbles I may count; 
Heaven's eye of blue, so Love-serene, 
Looking through young bowers of green, 
Thou dost glass in thine, and drooping 
Ferns and grass and harebell stooping. 
Wantest lover 1 
Seraphs hover — 
Choose from them, child Ecila ! 

Let others seek keen intellect 

With skill dead Nature to dissect. 

Or sentimental seK-display, 

Strewing with plucked hearts all her way : 

For me child-maiden, sweetly singing, 

With fond :angels near thee winging. 

Ever guarding. 

From thee warding 

Breath of ill by night and day! 

Liove thee! yes — ^but how dare I, 

Che worn, world-hardened man, draw nigh 

Chat sacred ever-burning fire 

WTiich doth from thy young heart aspire? 

What ! should I dim thee with my sorrow 

That I some light from thee might borrow? 

"Yet, my Jesus, 

"He who frees us, 

''Best loves our casting care on Him!" 
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ThuB I dream I hear thee say — 

But no— stem Fate hath warned away — 

Who firoze the cup raised to my lips . 

In years long past, and ever grips 

This eager arm oblivious raising 

Love's glorious draught with thirsty gating — 

No tear shall fret it, 

While I set it 

Down for some more favoured son. 

And still 'twas hard — ^'twas passing hard — 
Each look, tone, gesture, so to guard 
That thou my secret mighfst not guess. 
Indeed, I strove in vain repress 
That moment when the pent soul flooded 
Eyes and face ; then o'er thee budded 
Blush-rose faintly — 
Love's dawn saintly 
Filled those eyes of Seraphim ! 

I deemed it so at least — and then 

The heaven, the rapture, how to pen? 

That look, perchance, should ne'er have been : 

But it was when I saw thee lean 

Away, and thought thou couldst not know it — 

Thou turning quick, I could but show it — 

So sudden taken, 

Thy secret shaken, 

I knew thou iovedst me, Ecila ! 
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I deemed it so — and then it burned — 
"Ere this life-drink of gods be spumed, 
** Elixir real of deathless youth 
" Be spilt and waste — for both have ruth I 
" One gloaming hour of sitting lonely, 
" Eyes in eyes love-dreaming only, 
" Hands enclasping, 
** Till the grasping 
" Draws to one long fold supreme ! " 

Then the Life-fibres to unwind 

Twin hearts in one which vital bind — 

Nay, but to wrench them, and teeth set 

Turn to Life's night — ^leave thee to wet 

That couch, where thy dear head is lying 

I would have cherished to the dying 

With all the power 

Of youth's full dower! — 

Hush ! God wiU do it more than 1 1 

Yes — hold ! so best — ^thou shalt not know — 
No shade thy white young Life overflow ; 
A look alone has passed between, 
My too fond hope may dazed have been. 
At least a young heart's flower elastic, 
Though April shower may bend it plastic, 
Life's sweet fresh blowing 
Will soon lift glowing. 
Through tears to smile up at the sun. 
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God grant it, precious, precious child ! 
And never guess how sudden wild 
This heart would leap at thy least tone, 
Low-sweet, best music ere was known; 
Dream on thine air-waved spear-grass glidings. 
And on thy long tranced quiet abidings — 
Sweet face hand propping, 
Eyes low dropping. 
Soft Incarnation of the Spring ! 

To take that hand, nor dare to press. 
Choke back the yearning tenderness, 
That rose in standing face to face, 
Was hard ! but when the years erase 
Mine image, and some youth may claim thee 
For his own, he will not blame thee 
Moment weeping 

For the sleeping, — 

* He loved me — Kest is with the dead ! '* 



ECILA— SPEING. 



We skim along the sunlit land 

With May-bloom bui-sting white and pink; 
Laburnum, lilac, either hand, 

Mid fresh spring-green luxuriant link ; 

II. 

And chestnut blossom — seringa sweet — 

Birds gurgling o'er young leaves with song — 

Leaves dallying with soft shadows fleet, 
That slip among the tender throng. 

in. 

To me the earth seems like a bride 

Lying steeped in the smile of her bridegroom 
Heaven — 
Not all, that the hope to be swift at your side 
Dumb things with my own joy doth leaven ! 
z 
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IV. 

Eich mottled kine mid shining fields 
Stand browzing — ^whisk the lazy tail ; 

Thick foliage only glimpses yields 

Of creepered homesteads white and hale. 

V. 

Soft-roimded wood, hedged field o'er field, 
And villages with gleaming spire. 

Lessen afar, blend steeped concealed 
In lustrous haze — all molten higher 

VL 

Horizon-line with silvery sky. 

Where shadowy giant towers, one dome 
Immense, well mark 'tis London nigh. 

Though veiled the mighty heart of gloom. 

VIL 

Our steam is volumed in the blue, 
With shadow scudding o*er the grass; 

But my heart flies swifter, Love, to you. 
Than fleet sky-cleaving bird may pass. 

VIII. 

It flutters and it flies to thee. 

Impatient till the body come — 
Ketums — then throbbing breaks from me, 

Again, again, till I be home. 
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IX. 

We know a window, you and I, 

And such a view is ours from thence ; 

Oft would you gaze while I stood by — 
My gaze on you, yours in the Immense. 

X. 

But now and then, with melting eyes 

And flushing face, our glances met; 
And still I dared not grasp my prize. 

Though love's pent fire my heart should eat. 

XI. 

That was the Winter — this is May — 

I cannot yet for joy believe — 
Did you sit there but yesterday. 

All anguish in one kiss retrieve? 

XII. 

One long, long kiss — and more than one! 

Is it a dream harsh day will break ? 
Or did I hold thy very own 

With both hands, either tender cheek? 

XIIL 

Bent back dear^head, as In a cup, 
Sweet little head of thick brown braids ; 

Child-angel visage looking up 
To mine with love no doubt more shades. 
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XIV. 

Warm-beaming out throngk every trait, 
Down bliss-dimmed deeps of eyes serene — 

So held didst blnshing, faltering say, 

'' Long^ long my beart tbine own bas been ! 

XV. 

O tasted Heaven ! O baffled Deatb ! 

Tbe ricbest drangbt of Life I fill, 
Wbo looked to draw last labouring breatb 

Witb none to wipe tbe deatb-dew cbilL 

XVL 

Tbougb young in years, yet no more I 
Am fresb of beart, but weary mucb 

Of friends tbat cool, and women tbat lie. 
And bubbles tbat vanisb at a toucL 

XVIL 

The fedse, false world ! we dearly pay 

Wbat we learn there! Child-bride of mine. 

Dare I come soiled and weary, sayl 
But thou— "Not like them feel me thine !" 

xvui. 

O tender dove ! sweet tones — pure heart — 
Quiet spirit — maiden humble, bigh-souled! 

Can boyish vision to life then start, 
And pale young Dream's Ideal coldl 



^ 
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XIX. 

More then to Hagar leapt the well 
When she sat anguished on the waste, 

Nor dared look toward her Ishmael 
Dying hard by for no drop to taste; 

XX. 

More still art thou to me — Be praised, 
O Lord, with lives of both for this! 

Now let Thy viewless arm be raised 
To guard inviolate my bliss — 

XXI. 

My treasure, Lord, I pray ! Watch close 

About her angels good — soft blow 
Airs near my delicate opening rose — 

Strong spell, subtle blights, hence banish you! 

XXII, 

Ah! thorns of life — ^she passes by; 

So frail a foot for once forbear 
To hurt — so harmless — wait till I 

Be near to bind — yet God is near ! 



AT EEST. 



WBEP not that the weary head 

Lies calm and cool at last! 
O weep not for the quiet dead 

Whose troubled dream is past! 

That now no more the Python coil 

Of sin voluminous 
Can mock the soul*s convulsive toil 

And stifle round her throes. 

Eest, rest ! Ah ! could there but be found 
Some maiden warm calm tender pure, 

In love of whom the mean were drowned, 
And true life only might endure — 

Then well — ^but if, should she enfold 
Thee close, thy breast her heart would chill 

With even to her imyielding cold — • 
dead thrice blessed, to sleep so still ! 



THE END. 
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